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PREFACE* 


lOMPOSITIONS resembling those of the 
present volume are not unfrequently 
condemned for their querulous egotism. 
But egotism is to be condemned then 
only when it offends against time and place, as in a 
history or an epic poem. To censure it in a monody 
or sonnet is almost as absurd as to dislike a circle 
for being round. Why then write Sonnets or 
Monodies ? Because they give me pleasure when 
perhaps nothing else could. After the more violent 
emotions of sorrow, the mind demands amusement, 
and can find it in employment alone : but full of its 
late sufferings, it can endure no employment not in 
some measure connected with them. Forcibly to turn 
away our attentiou to general subjects is a painful 
and most often an unavailing effort. 

** But 0 ! how fateful to a wounded heart 
The tale of imsery to impart— 

From others’ eyes bid artless sorrows flow, 

And raise esteem upon the base of woe.” 

Shaw. 

The communicativeness of our nature leads us to 
describe our own sorrows; in the endeavour to de- 

** To the first and second editions. 
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scribe them, intellectual activity is exerted; and from 
intellectual activity there results a pleasure, which 
is gradually associated, and mingles as a corrective, 
with the painful subject of the description. “ True ! 
(it may be answered) but how is the Public in- 
terested in your sorrows or your description?” We 
are for ever attributing personal unities to imaginary 
aggregates. What is the Public, but a term for a 
number of scattered individuals ? Of whom as many 
will he interested in these sorrows, as have experienced 
the same or similar. 

“ Holy be the lay 

Which Daoarning soothes the mourner on his way." 

If I could judge of dthers by myself, I should not 
hesitate to affirm, that the most interesting passages 
in all writings are those in which the autl)or dc- 
velopes his own feelings ? The sweet voice of Cona 
never sounds so sweetly, as when it speaks of itself; 
and I should almost suspect that man of an unkindly 
heart who could read the opening of the third book 
of the Paradise Lost without peculiar emotion. By 
a law of our nature, he, who labours under a strong 
feeling*, is impelled to seek for sympathy; but a poet’s 
feelings are all strong. Quicquid amet valde amat. 
Akenside therefore speaks with philosophical ac- 
curacy when he classes Love and Poetry, as pro- 
ducing the same effects : 

“ Love and tbe wish of Poets when their tongue 
Would teach to others’ bosoms, what so charms 
Their own.” Pleasures of ImcufimUon, 

There is one species of egotism which is truly dis- 
gusting; not that which leads us to communicate 

* Ossian. 
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our feelings to others, but that which would reduce 
the feelings of others to an identity with our own. 
The atheist, who exclaims, “pshaw!” when he 
glances his eye on the praises of Deity, is an egotist; 
an old man, when he speaks contemptuously of Lovo- 
verses, is an egotist : and the sleek favourites of for- 
tune are egotists, when they condemn all melan- 
choly, discontented'* verses. Surely it would bo 
candid not merely to ask whether the poem pleases 
ourselves, but to consider whether or no there may 
not be others, to whom it is well calculated to give 
an innocent pleasure. 

I shall only add, that each of my readers will, 1 
hope, remember, that these poems on various sub- 
jects, which he reads at one time and under the in- 
fluence of one set of feelings, were written at dillerent 
times and prompted by very different feelings ; and 
therefore that the supposed inferiority of one poem 
to another may sometimes be owing to the temper 
of mind, in which he happens to peruse it. 


My poems have been rightly charged with a pro- 
fusion of double-epithets, and a general turgidnesa. 
1 have pruned the double epithets with no sparing 
hand ; and used my best efforts to tame the swell 
and glitter both of thought and diction.* This lat- 

• Without any feeling of anger, I may yet be allowed to 
express some degree of surprise, that after having run the 
critical gauntlet for a certain class of faults, which I had, 
viz. a too ornate, and elaborately poetic diotiou, and nothing 
having come ])efore the judgment-seat of the Xieviewors 
during the long interval, 1 should for at least seventeen years, 
quarter after nuarter, have been placed by them in the fore- 
most rank of the proscribed, and made to abide the brunt of 
abuse and ridicule i'or faults directly opposite, viz. bald and 
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ter fault however had insinuated itself into my 
Religious Musings with such intricacy of union, that 
sometimes I. have omitted to disentangle the weotl 
from the fear of snapping the flower. A third and 
heavier accusation has been brought against me, that 
of obscurity; hut not, I think, with equal juBtict*. 
An author is obscure, when his conceptions are dim 
and imperfect, and his language incorrect, or inap- 
propriate, or involved. A poem that abounds in td- 
lusions, like the Bard of Gray, or one that 
sonates high and abstract truths, like Collins’s Ode on 
the poetical character, claims not to bo popular— hnt 
should he acquitted of obscurity. The deficiency in 
in the reader. But this is a charge which every 
poet, whose imagination is warm and rapid, must 
pect from his Contemporaries. Milton did not es- 
cape it; and it was adduced with virulence agftiii«t 
Gray and Collins. Wo now hear no more of it : not 
that their poems are better understood at present, 
than they were at their first publication ; but thtd r 
fame is established; and a critic would accuse him- 
self of frigidity or inattention, who should profess 
not to understand them. But a living writer is yot 
subjudice; and if we cannot follow his conceptions 
or enter into his feelings, it is more consoling to our 
pride to consider him as lost beneath, than as sour- 
ing above us. If any man expect from my poems 
the same easiness of style which he admires in n 
drinking-song, for him 1 have not written. 
ligibilia, non intellectum adfero, 

prosaic language, and an affected simplicity both of matte'V 
and manner— laults -which assuredly aid not enter into 
character of my compositions. 

Literary Life, i. 61. Published 1817, 
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I expect neither profit nor general fame by my 
writings; and I consider myself as having been 
amply repaid without either. Poetry has been to 
me its own exceeding great reward : ” it has soothed 
my afflictions ; it has multiplied and refined my en- 
joyments; it has endeared solitude ; and it has given 
me the habit of wishing to discover the Good and 
the Beautiful in all that meets and surrounds me. 


S. T. C. 
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JUVENILE POEMS. 


SOTOET. 



TO THE AUTUMNAL MOON. 

jILD Splendour of the various-vested Night ! 
' Mother of wildly-worhing visions ! luiil 1 
I watch thy gliding, while with watery 



Thy weak eye glimmers through a fleecy veil; 

And when thou lovest thy pale orb to shroud 
Behind the gathered hlaclcness lost on high ; 

And when thou dartest from the wind-rent cloud 
Thy placid lightning o’er the awakened sky. 

Ah such is Hope ! as changeful and as fair ! 

Now dimly peering on the wistful sight; 

Now hid behind the dragon-winged Despair : 

But soon emerging in her radiant might 
She o’er the sorrow-clouded breast of Care 
Sails, like a meteor kindling in its flight. 


TIME, REAL AND IMAaiNART. 

AN ALLEGOEY. 

the wide level of a mountain’s head, 

(I knew not where, but ’twas some fa('ry 
place) [spread, 

Their pinions, ostrich-like, for sails out- 
Twb lovely children run an endless race, 

A sister and a brother I 
That far outstripped the other; 

Yet ever runs she with reverted face, 
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And looks and listens for the boy behind : 

For be, alas ! is blind ! 

O’er rough and smooth ■with even step he passed, 
And knows not whether he be first or last. 


MONODY ON THE DEATH OF 
CHATTERTON. 

HEN faint and sad o’er sorrow’s desert wild 
Slow journies onward poor Misfortune’s 
child ; [dressed, 

When fades each lovely form by fancy 
And inly pines the self-consuming breast ; 

(No scourge of scorpions in thy right arm dread. 

No helmed terrors nodding o’er thy head,) 

Assume, 0 Death ! the cherub wings of Peace, 

And bid the heart-sick wanderer’s anguish cease ! 

Thee, Chatterton ! yon unblest stones protect 
From want, and the bleak freezings of neglect. 
Escaped the sore wounds of affliction’s rod, 

^Meek at the throne of mercy, and of G od, 
Perchance, thou raisest high the enraptured hymn 
Amid the blaze of Seraphim I 

Yet oft, (’tis Nature’s call) 

I weep, that heaven-born Genius so should fall ; 

And oft, in Fancy’s saddest hour, my soul 
Averted shudders at the poisoned bowl. 

Now groans my sickening heart, as still I view 
Thy corse of livid hue ; 
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And now a flash of indignation high 

Darts through the tear that glistens in mine eye I 

Is this the land of song-ennohlod lino ? 

Is this the land, where Genius ne'er in vain 
Poured forth his lofty strain ? 

Ah me ! yet Spenser, gentlest hard divine. 

Beneath chill Disappointment’s shade, 

His weary limbs in lonely anguish laid ; 

And o’er her darling dead 
Pity hopeless hung her head, 

While ’mid the pelting of that merciless storm,” 
Sunk to the cold earth Otway’s famished form ! 

Sublime of thought, and confident of fame, 

From -vales where Avon winds tho Minstrel * came. 
Light-hearted youth ! he hastes along, 

And meditates tho future song, 

How dauntless iElla frayed the Dacyan foes ; 

See, as floating high in air 
Glitter the sunny visions fair, 

His eyes dance rapture, and his hosom glows I 

Yes ! clad in nature’s rich array. 

And bright in all her tender hues, 

Sweet tree of hope ! thou loveliest child of spring. 
Moat fiiir didst thou disclose thine early bloom. 
Loading the west-winds with its soft perfume ! 

Aud fancy, elfin form of gorgeous wing, 

On every blossom hung her fostering dews, 

That, changeful, wantoned to the orient day ! 
But soon upon thy poor unsheltered head 
Did penury her sickly mildew shed. 

Arott, a river near Bristol ; tbe birth-place of Chattorton. 
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And soon tlie scathing lightning bade thee stand 
In frowning horror o’er the blighted land ! 


Ah ! where are fled the charms of vernal grace, 

And joy’s wild gleams, light-flashing o’er thy face? 

Youth of tumultuous soul, and haggard eye ! 

Thy wasted form, thy hurried steps I view, 

On thy cold forehead starts the anguished dew ; 

And dreadful was that bosom-rending sigh ! 

Such were the struggles of the gloomy hour, 
When Care, of withered brow, 

Prepared the poison’s power : 

Already to thy lips was raised the bowl. 

When near thee stood Affection meek 
(Her bosom bare, and wildly pale her chock) 

Thy sullen gaze she bade thee roll 
On scenes that well might melt thy soul ; 

Thy native cot she flashed upon thy view. 

Thy native cot, where still, at close of day, 

Peace smiling sate, and listened to thy lay ; 

Thy Sister’s shrieks she bade thee hear. 

And mark thy Mother’s tear ; 

See, see her breast’s convulsive throe, 

Her silent agony of woe ! 

Ah ! dash the poisoned chalice from thy hand ! 

And thou had’st dashed it, at her soft command, 
But that Despair and Indignation rose, 

And told again the story of thy woes ; 

Told the keen insult of the unfeeling heart ; 

The droad depcndcnco on the low-born mind ,* 
Told every pang, with which thy soul must smart, 
]Sreglect, and grinning scorn, and want combined! 



quick, thou bad’st the friend of ^ 

tlxe black tide of Death through every froozing 
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^<^ods ! that wave o’er Avon's rocky steep> ^ 
o df'aiiricy's ear sweet is your murmuring deep • ^ 

t*?** she loves the cypress wreath to 'weave , 

W^40ut:clxiiig, with wistful eye, the saddening tin » 
ewe. 

il^aro, :far from men, amid this pathless grove^ 
aol^iiian thought the Minstrel wont to rove, 

Utleo ©-taT-beam. on the slow sequestered tide ^ 

flittering, through the high tree branc i g 
. -wide. 

liere, in inspiration's eager hour, 

xnost the big soul feels the maddening power, 
TlxeBo -wilds, these caverns roaming o'er, 

which the screaming sea-gulls soar, 
viTi-fcl:! ’Wild unequal steps he passed along, 
pOTULring on the winds a broken song : 
upon some rough rock's fearful brow 
W ouia pause abrupfr-and gaze upon the waves below, 
P OOT* Ohatterton ! he sorrows for thy fat© 

Wlko would have praised and loved thee, era too lata* 

3^001* Chatterton! farewell! of darkest hues 
'X‘lxis chaplet cast I on thy unshaped tomb ; 

dare no longer on the sad theme muse, 
Xjuat kindred woes persuade a kindred doom, 
Poir oli. ! big gall-drops, shook from folly's wing, 
BDiwia lolackened the fair promise of my spring ; 
AjoidL -ijlxe stem ti-anspierced with 'viewless dart 
Tli,^ la-st pale hope, that shi-Vered at my heart ! 



JUVENILE POEMS, 


7 

Hence, gloomy thoughts! no more my soul shall 
dwell 

On joys that were ! No more endure to weigh 
The shame and anguish of the evil day. 

Wisely forgetful ! O’er the ocean swell 
Sublime of hope I seek the cottaged dell, 

Where Virtue calm with careless step may stray ; 
And, dancing to the moonlight roundelay, 

The wizard passions weave a holy spell ! 

0 Chatterton ! that thou wert yet alive t 
Sure thou would’st spread the canvass to the gale. 
And love with us the tinkling team to drive 
O’er peaceful freedom’s undivided dale; 

And we, at sober eve, would round thee throng, 
Hanging enraptured on thy stately song, 

And greet with smiles the young-eyed Poesy 
All deftl;f masked, as hoar antiquity, 

Alas, vain phantasies I the fleeting brood 
Of Woe self-solaced in her dreamy mood ! 

Yet will I love to follow the sweet dream. 

Where Susquehana pours his untamed stream ; 

And on some hill, whose forest-frowning side 
Waves o’er the murmurs of his calmer tide. 

Will raise a solemn cenotaph to thee, 

Sweet Harper of time-shrouded minstrelsy ! 

And there, soothed sadly by the dirgefiil wind, 

Muse on the sore ills 1 had left behind. 


Oct. 1794. 
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SONGS OF THE PIXIES. 

Thk Pixies, in tlxe superstition of Devonshire, nre a race of 
beings invisibly small, and harmless or friendly to man. At 
a small distance from a village in that county, half way up 
a wood-covered hill, is an excavation called the Pixies’ 
i aidour. Tlie roots of old trees form its ceiling; and on its 
wittea tu*e innumerable cyphers, among which the author dis- 
cm'ered his own and those of his brothers, cut by the hand 
of their childhood. At the foot of the hill flows the river 
Otter. 

To this place the Author, during the summer months of the 
year 1793, conducted a party of young ladies; one of whom, 
of stature elegantly small, and of complexion colourless, yet 
olenr, was pi’oclaimed the Faery Queen. On which occasion 
the following Irregular Ode was written. 

I. 

HOM the untaught Shopliercls call 
Pixies in their madrigal, 

Fancy’s children, here we dwell ; 
Welcome, Ladies ! to our cell. 
Here the wren of softest note 
Builds its nest and warbles well ; 

Ilore the blackbird strains his throat ; 
Welcome, Ladies ! to our cell. 



n. 

When fades the moon all sbadowy-pale, 
And scuds the cloud before the gale, 
Hre Morn, with living gems bedight, 
Streaks the East with purple light, 

Wo sip the fiirze-flower’s fragrant dews 
Clad in robes of rainbow hues : 

Bicher than the deepened bloom 
That glows on summer’s scented plume ; 
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Sport amid tlie rosy gleam 
*^othcd by the distant-tinkling team, 

Irile Insty labour scouting sorrow 
tbo dame a glad good-morrow, 

^W)xQ jogs the accustomed road along, 

-A.nid paces cheery to her cheering song- 

III. 

But not our filmy pinion 
W’e scorch amid the blaze of day, 

^When noontide’s fiery-tressed minion 
Flashes the fervid ray. 

Aye from the sultry heat 
We to the cave retreat 
O’^c^rcanopied by huge roots intertwined^ 
With wildest texture, blackened ’ 

l^und them their mantle green the ivies pm j 
B eneath whose foliage pale 
Fanned hy the unfrequent gale 
Wo shield us from the tyrant’s mid-day rage. 


J.V» 

Thither, while the murmuring throng 
Of wild-bees hum their drowsy song, 

By indolence and fancy brought, 

A youthful Bard, unknown to tame. 
Wooes the Queen of solemn thougut. 
And heaves the gentle misery of a sigh 
Gazing with tearful eye. 

As round our sandy grot appear 
Many a’ rudely-sculptured name 
To pensive Memory dear . 

Waving gay dreams of sunny-tinoturod hue 

We glance before his view . 
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O’er his hushed soul our soothing witclieries shod 
And twine our faery garlands round Ids head. 


V. 

When Evening’s dusky car 
Crowned with her dewy star 
Steals o’er the fading sky in shadowy flight ; 

On leaves of aspen trees 
We tremble to the breeze 
Veiled from the grosser ken of mortal sight. 

Or, haply, at the visionary hour. 

Along our wild sequestered walk. 

We listen to the enamoured rustic’s talk ; 

Heave with the heavings of the maiden’s breast, 
Where young-eyed Loves have built their turtle nest,* 
Or guide of soul-suhchiing power 
The electric flash, that from the melting eye 
Darts the fond question or the soft reply. 


VI. 

Or through the mystic ringlets of the vale 
We flash our faery feet in gamesome prank ; 

Or, silent-sandalled, pay our delter court, 
Circling the Spirit of the western gale, 

Where wearied with his flower-caressing sport, 
Supine he slumbers on a violet hank ; 

Then with quaint music hymn the parting gleam 
By lonely Otter’s sleep-persuading stream ; 

Or where his wave with loud unquiet song 
Dashed o’er the rocky channel froths along ; 

Or where, his silver waters smoothed to rest. 

The tall tree’s shadow sleeps upon his breast. 
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Yll, 

Ilenco thou lingerer. Light 1 
Eva saddens into Jll^ight. 

Bdothier of wildly--worhing dreams ! Ye view 
Tlie sotOLbre liours, that round thee stand 
Witii downcast eyes (a duteous band) I 
Xhcir dark robes dripping ■witla the heavy de'W. 
Sorceress of the eb on throne ! 

Tby power the Phies own, 

VThen round thy raven brow 
Heaven’s Uicent roses glow, 

And clouds in watery colours drest 
F'loat in light drapery o’er thy sahle "vest : 

What- time the pale nroon sheds a softer day 
Mtfllowin^ the woods beneath its pensive heam : 
For ’mid the quivering light ’tis ours to 
Aye dancing to the cadence of the stream. 


vni. 

Welcome, Ladies! to the cell 
Wliere the blstmoless Pixies dwell: 

B at tbou, Bwoet Nyunph ! proclaimed ourPaeiy Queen, 
With what obeisance meet 
T*hyprc8ancQ shall we greet? 

For In ! attendant on thy steps are seen 
Gl raceful iEase in artless stole, 

And white-robed Purity of soul, 

With BEononr’a softer mienj 
Mirth of the loosely-flowing hair. 

And meek— eyedl fity eloquently fair, 

Whoae tearfhl cheeks are^lovely tathe view. 

As snow -drop wet wifh dew. 
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IX. 

Unl)oa8tM Maid ! thougli now tbe lily pale 
Transparent grace thy beauties meek ; 

Yet ere again along the impurpling vale, 

The purpling vale and elfin-haunted grove, 

Young Zephyr his fresh flowers profusely throW^ 
We^ll tinge with livelier hues thy cheek ; 

And, haply, from the nectar-hreathing rose 
Extract a blush for Love I 


THE RAYEN. 

A CHRISTMAS TALE, TOLD BY A SCHOOL-BOY TO 
LITTLE BROTHERS AND SISTERS. 

S NUEENEATH a huge oak tree 

There was of swine a huge company^ 

That grunted as they crunched the 
For that was ripe, and fell fill fast. 

Then they trotted away, for the wind grew high* * 
One acorn they left, and no more might you spy* 
■l^ext came a Raven, that liked not such folly : I 

He belonged, it was said, to the witch Melaachc4;y' 
Rlacker was he than blackest jet, 

Blew low in the rain, and his feathers not wet. 

He picked up the acorn and buried it straight 
By the side of a river both deep and great. 

Where then did the Raven go ? 

He went high and low, 

Over hili, over, dale, did the black Raven go. 

Many many Springs 

Tcayelled he with wandering wings : 
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Many Summers, many Winters — 

I can’t tell half his adventures. 

At lengfth he came back, and with him a She, 

And the acorn was grown to a tall oak tree. 

They built them a nest in the topmost bough, 

And young ones they had, and were happy enow. 
But soon came a woodman in leatliern guise, 

His brow, like a pent-house, hung over his eyes. 
He’d an axe in his hand, not a word he spoke, 

But with many a hem ! and a sturdy stroke. 

At length ho brought down the poor Raven’s own oal? . 
His young ones were killed ; for they could not depart, 
And their mother did die of a broken heart. 

The boughs irom the trunk the woodman did severe 
And they floated it down on the course of the river. 
Tlioy sawed it in planks, and its bark they did strip. 
And with this tree and others they made a good ship. 
The ship, it was launched; but in sight of the land 
Such a storm there did rise as no ship could withstand. 
It bulged on a rock, and the waves rushed in fast : 
Ro^nd and round flew the Raven, and cawed to the 
blast. 

Ho lieard the last sliriek of the perishing souls — 
See ! Sec ! o’er the topmast tlie mad water rolls ! 

Right glad was the Raven, and off he went fleet. 
And Death i-iding home on a cloud he did meet. 

And he thanked him again and again for this treat : 

They liad taken his all, and Revenge it was sweet ! 
We must not think so, but forget and forgive; 

And what Heaven gives life to, we’ll still let it live. 
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ABSENCE. 

A FAREWELL ODE ON QUITTING SCHOOL FOR 
JESUS COLLEGE, CAMBRIDGE. 

HERE graced with many a classic spoil 
Cam rolls his reverend stream along, 

I haste to urge the learned toil 
That sternly chicles my love-lorn song : 
Ah me! too mindful of the days 
Illumed by passion’s orient rays. 

When peace, and cheerfulness, and health 
Enriched me with the best of wealth. 

Ah fair deliglits I that o’er my soul 
On memor^^’s wing, like shadows, fly ! 

Ah flowers ! which joy from Eden stole 
While innocence stood smiling by ! — 

But cease, fond heart ! this bootless moan : 

Those hours on rapid pinions flown 
Shall yet return, hy absence crowned. 

And scatter livelier roses round. 

The Sun who ne’er remits bis fires 
On heedless eyes may pour the clay : 

The Moon, that oft from Heaven retires. 

Endears her renovated ray. 

What though she leave the sky iinblest 
To mourn awhile in murky vest ? 

When she relumes her lovely light. 

We bless the wanderer of the night. 
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LINES ON AN AUTUMNAL EVENING. 

WRITTEN IN EARLY YOUTH. 

TIIOU wild Eaucy, clieck thy wing! No 
more 

Those thin white flakes, those purple clouds 
explore ! 

Nor there with happy spirits speed thy flight 
Ihithed in rich amber-glowing floods of light; 

Nor in yon gleam, where slow descends the day, 
With wewtern peasants hail the morning ray ! 

Ah 1 ratl'.er hitl the perished pleasures move, 

A shadowy train, across the soul of Love ! 

0’c‘r disappointment/s wintry desert fling 
hlach flower that wreathed the dewy locks of Sju-ing, 
Wlicn blushing, like a bride, from hope’s trim bower 
She leapt, awakened by the pattering shower. 

Now sheds the sinking sun a deeper gleam, 

Aid, lovely Sorceress ! aid thy Poet’s dream ! 

With fliery wand 0 bid the maid arise. 

Chaste Joyance dancing in her bright blue eyes; 

As erst when from tlic Pluses’ calm abode 
I came, with learning’s meed not unbestowed ; 
When as she twined a laurel round my brow, 

And nu;t my kiss, and half r<‘tumcd my vow, 

O’er all rny frame shot rapid thrilled heart. 

And every nerve confessed the electric dart. 

0 dear deceit ! I see the maiden rise, 

Chaste do Yance dancing in her bright blue eyes ! 
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When first the lark high soaring swells his throat, 
Mocks the tired eye, and scatters the loud note, 

I trace her footsteps on the accustomed lawn, 

I mark her glancing ’mid the gleam of dawn. 

When the bent flower beneath the night-dew weeps 
And on the lake the silver lustre sleeps, 

Amid the paly radiance soft and sad, 

She meets my lonely path in moon-beams clad. 
With her along the streamlet’s brink I rove ; 

With her I list the warblings of the grove ; 

And seems in each low wind her voice to float, 

Lone wliispering Pity in each soothing note ! 

Spirits of Love ! ye heard her name ! Obey 
The powerful spell, and to my haunt repair. 
Whether on clustering pinions ye are there, 

Where rich snows blossom on the myrtle trees, 

Or with fond languishment around my fair 
Sigh in the loose luxuriance of her hair ; 

0 heed the spell, and hither wing your ivay, 

Like flir-off music, voyaging the breeze ! 

Spirits ! to you the infant maid was given 
Pormed by the 'wonderous alchemy of Heaven ! 

Ho fairer maid does love’s wide empire know. 

Ho fairer maid e’er heaved the bosom’s snow. 

A thousand loves around her forehead fly ; 

A thousand loves sit melting in her eye; 

Love lights her smile — in joy’s bright nectar dips 
The flamy rose, and plants it on her lips. 

Tender, serene, and all devoid of guile. 

Soft is her soul, and sleeping infant’s smile ; 

She speaks ! and hark that passion-warbled song — 
Still, fancy ! still those mazy notes prolong, 
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As sweet as when that voice with rapturous falls 
Shall wake the softened echoes of Heaven’s halls ! 

O (have I sighed) were mine the wizard’s rod. 

Or mine the powder of Proteus, changeful god ! 

A flower-entangled arbour I would seem 
To shield my love from noontide’s sultry beam: 

Or bloom a rn ^aile, from whose odorous boughs 
hly love iniglit weave gay garlands for her brows. 
AVbon twilight stole across the fading vale. 

To fan my love I’d be the evening gale ; 

Mourn in the soft folds of her swelling vest, 

And flatter my faint pinions on her breast ! 

On Seraph wing I’d float a dream by night, 

To soothe my love with shadows of delight: — 

Or soar aloft to be the spangled skies, 

An<l gny.e upon her with a thousand eyes ! 

As when tlie savage, who Ids drowsy frame 
Had basked la'iieath the sun’s nncloucled flame, 
Awakes amid the troubles of the air, 

The sliicy deluge, and white lightning’s glare — 
Aghast lio scours before tlic tempest’s sweep, 

And sad recalls the sunny hour of sleep : — 

So tossed by storms along life’s wildering way, 
hline eye reverted views that cloudless day, 

When hy my native brook I wont to rove, 

Wliile hope with kisses nursed the infant love. 

Hear nati ve hreok ! like, peace, so placidly 
Smoothing tiirough fertile fields th}'' current meek! 
Dear native brook ! where first young Poesy 
Stag'd wildly eager in her noon-tide dream I 
Wliero hlameloss pleasures dimple Quiet’s cheek, 
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As water-iili^ ripple thy slow stream I 
Bear natiY® haeatss ! where Virtue still is gay, 
Whme Friemdship’s fixed star sheds a mellowed ray, 
Whea:® hem a crown of thornless roses wears, 
"Wkem softeiied Sorrow smiles within her tears; 
And Memory, with a yestal’s chaste employ, 
Bneeaffling feeds ihe lambent jBame of joy ! 

No mof® your ^-krks melting from the sight 

tiie attuned heart-string with delight— 
No more isUl de^ your pensive pleasures sweet 
With wreatiis of sober hue my evening seat. 

dear to feney's eye your varied scene 
Of wood, hil^ di^, and sparkling brook between ! 
Yet sweet to hamfs ear tiie warbled song. 

Tbit mtm on mcanii^’s wing your vales among. 

Soeues erf my h<^ 1 aching eye ye leave 
like yc® Inr^t hues tiiat paint the clouds of eve 1 
Tonrlh! and saddenh^ witii tiie saddled blaze 
li&M^ eyo the gleam parwms with wistful gaze : 
Sees iiabMies m shades with deeper tint impend, 
S aaid damp tiie moonless night descend. 



Tm ROSE. 

late ea<^ fiower that sweetest Wows 
I tk® garden's pride I 

WhJfo ^ peti^ of a rose 
A eiee|^ Itove 1 i^ded. 


jfemidhaibwwsa beamy wreatii 
'Ct mai^ a h®e ^ 

HI po^ ^ewed Ms b^ieath, 
Miiiiia dew. 
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I softly seized tlio unguarded power, 

Kor scared his balmy rest *. 

And placed him, caged within the flower, 
On spotless Sara’s breast. 

But when unweeting of the guile 
Awoke the prisoner sweet. 

He struggled to escape awhile. 

And stamped his faery feet. 

Ah ! soon the soul-entrancing sight 
Subdued the impatient boy ! 

He gazed ! he thrilled with deep delight ! 
Then clapped his wings for joy. 

And 0 !” he cried — ‘‘'of magic kind 
What charms this throne endear ! 

Some other Love let Venus find — 

I’ll fix my empire here.” 


THE KISS. 

N.E kiss, dear maid, I said and sighed- 
Your scorn the little boon denied. 

Ah why refuse the blameless bliss ? 
Can danger lurk within a kiss ? 

Yon viewless Wanderer of tlio vale, 

The Spirit of the western gale, 

At morning’s break, at evening’s close 
Inhales the sweetness of the rose, 
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And hovers o’er the unmjiirtKl hlooin 
Sighing biujk the soft perfume. 

Vigour to the Zephyr’s wing 
Her nectar-breatiung kisses ding ; 

And he the glitter of the dew 
Scatters on the rose’s hue. 

Bashful lo I she bends her head. 

And darts a blush of deeper red 1 

Too well those lovely lips disclose 
The triumphs of the opening rose; 

0 fair ! 0 graceful I bid them prove 
As passive to the hreath of love. 

In tender accents, faint and low, 
Well-pleased I hear the whispered No I’* 
The whispered ** Nol” — how little meant I 
Sweet Msehood that endears consent ! 

For on those lovely lips the while 
Dawns the soft relenting smile. 

And tempts with feigned dissuasion coy 
The gende violence of joy. 


KISSES, 


UPID, if storying legends tell aright, 
Once framed a rich elixir of delight. 

A chaliceb’et lore-kindled flameshe fixed. 
And in it nectar and ambrosia mixed : 
With these the magic dews, which evening brings, 
Brushed from the Idalian star by fitery wings : 

Each tender pledge of sacred Mth he joined. 

Each gentler pleasttre of the unspotted mind — 
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Bjiy-flroams, whose tints with sportive brightness glow, 
And Hope, tlio blameless parasite of w^oe. 

The eyeless chemist heard the process rise. 

The steamy chalice bubbled up in sighs ; 

Sweet sounds transpired, as when the enamoured dove 
Pours the soft murmuring of responsive love. 

The finished work might envy vainly blame, 

And ‘‘ Kisses’^ was the precious compound’s name; 
With half, the God his Cyprian Mother blest. 

And breathed on Sara’s lovelier lips the rest. 


TO THE NIGHTINGALE. 

rSTER of love-lorn poets, Philomel ! 

How many bards in city garret pent. 
While at their window they with down- 
ward eye 

Alark the faint lamp-beam on the kennelled mud, 
And listen to the drowsy cry of watchmen. 

Those hoarse, unfeathered nightingales of time ! 
How many wretched bards address thy name, 

And hor’s, the full-orbed queen, that shines above. 
But I do hear thee, and the high bough marie. 
Within whose mild moon-mellowed foliage hid, 
Tliou warhlest sad thy pity-pleading strains. 

O, I have listened, till iny working soul, 

Waked l)y those strains to thousand jdiantasies, 
Absorbed, hath ceased to listen ! Therefore oft 
I hymn thy name; and with a proud delight 
Oft will I tell thee, minstrel of the moon, 

Most musical, most melancholy” hircll 
That all thy soft diversities of tone. 
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Though sweeter far than the delicious airs . 

That Tibrate from a white-armed lady’s harp, 

What time the languishment of lonely love 
Melts in her eye, and heaves her breast of snow, 
Are not so sweet, as is the voice of her, 

My Sara — ^best beloved of human kind ! 

When breathing the pure soul of tenderness, 

She thrills me with the husband’s promised name ! 
1794. 


TO A YQXmGt ASS, 

ITS MOTHER BBINa TBTHBRBI) NEA.R IT. 

OOR little foal of an oppressed race ! 

I love the languid patience of thy face : 
And oft with gentle hand I give thee bread. 
And clap thy ragged coat, and pat thy head. 
But what thy dulled spirits hath dismayed. 

That never thou dost sport along the glade ? 

And (most unlike tbe nature of things young) 

That earthward still thy moveless head is hung? 

Do thy propjietic fears anticipate, 

Meek child of misery I thy future fate ? 

The starving meal, and all the thousand aches 
Which patient merit of the unworthy takes ?” 

Or is thy sad heart thrilled with filial pain 
To see thy wretched mother’s shortened chain ? 
And, truly very piteous is her lot — 

Chained to a log within a narrow spot, 

Where the dose-eaten grass is scarcely seen, 

While sweet around her waves the tempting green ! 
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Poor Ass ! thy master should have learnt to show 
Pity — ^best taught by fellowship of woe ! 

For much I fear me that he lives like thee, 

Half famished in a land of luxury ! 

How askingly its footsteps hither bend, 

It seems to say, And have I then one friend?” 
Innocent foal I thou poor despised forlorn ! 

1 hail the© brother — spite of the fooVs scorn ! 

And fain would take thee with me, in the dell 
Of peace and mild equality to dwell. 

Whore toil shall call the charmer health his hride, 
And laughter tickle plenty’s ribless side ! 

How thou wouldst toss thy heels in gamesome play 
And frisk about, as lamb or kitten gay 1 
Ym 1 and more musically sweet to me 
Thy dissonant harsh bray of joy would he, 

Than warbled melodies that soothe to rest 
The aching of pale fashion^s vacant breast ! 

D&c. 1794 . 


TO CHAULES LAMB. 

WITH AN UNFINISHED POEM. 

:US far my scanty brain hath built the 
rhyme 

Elaborate and swelling;— yet the h^^ 
Not owns it. From thy spirit-hreathing 
powers 

I ask not noir, my friend! the Mdmg 
Tedious to thee, and from thy * 

Of dissonant mood. In fancy (well I know) 

Prom business wandering fer and local cares. 
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Thou creepest round a dear-loved sister’s bed 
With noiseless step, and watchest the faint look, 
Soothing each pang with fond solicitude, 

And tenderest tones medicinal of love. 

I, too, a sister had, an only sister — 

She loved me dearty, and I doted on her ; 

To her I poured forth all my puny sorrows, 

(As a sick patient in a nurse’s arms,) 

And of the heart those hidden maladies 
That shrink ashamed from even friendship’s eye. 

Oh I I have waked at midnight, and have wept 
Because she was not ! — Cheerily, dear Charles ! 

Thou thy best friend shalt cherish many a year ; 
Such warm presages feel I of high hope ! 

For not uninterested the dear maid 
Fve viewed — ^her soul affectionate yet wise, 

Her polished wit as mild as lambent glories 
That play around a sainted infant’s head. 

He knows, (the Spirit that in secret sees, 

Of whose omniscient and all-spreading love 
Aught to implore were impotence of mind !)^ 

That my mute thoughts are sad before His throne, — 
Prepared, when He His healing ray vouchsafes, 
Thanksgiving to pour forth with lifted heart, 

And praise Him gracious with a brother’s joy ! 

Deo. 1794. 


^ I utterly recant the sentiment contained in the lines, — 

Of whose omniscient and all-spreadinj^ love 
Anght to implore were impotence of mind, — 

it being written in Scripture, Ask, and it shall be given yon! 
and my hnman reason being, moreover, convinced of the pro- 
priety of offering as well as thanksgivings to Deity.” 
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DOMESTIC PEACE. 

■ ELL me, on what holy gfround 

May Domestic Peace he found — 
Halcyon daughter of the shies I 
__ Far on feai*ful wing she dies. 
From the pomp of sceptred state. 

From the rebel’s noisy hate. 

In a cottaged vale she dwells 
Listening to the Sabbath hells ! 

Still around her steps are seen 
Spotless honour’s meeker mien, 

Love, the sire of pleasing fears, 

Sorrow smiling through her tears, 

And conscious of the past employ 
Memory, bosom-spring of joy. 


THE SIGH. 

■ HEN Youth his faery reign began 

Ere sorrow had proclaimed me man ; 
While peace the present hour beguiled. 
And all the lovely prospect smiled; 
Then Mary I ^mid my lightsome glee 
I heaved the painless Sigh for thee. 

And when, along the waves of woe, 

My hr >^sed heart was doomed to know 
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The frantic burst of outrage keen, 

And the slow pang that gnaws unseen ; 
Then shipwrecked on lifers stormy sea 
I heaved an anguished Sigh for thee ! 

But soon reflection’s power imprest 
A stiller sadness on my breast ; 

And sickly hope with waning eye 
Was well content to droop and die : 

I yielded to the stem decree;, 

Yet heaved a languid Sigh for thee ! 

And though in distant climes to roam, 
A wanderer from my native home, 

I fain would soothe the sense of care, 
And lull to sleep the joys that were, 
Thy image may not banished be — 
Still, Mary ! still I sigh for thee. 

June, 1794, 


EPITAPH ON AN INFANT. 

sin could blight or sorrow fade. 
Death came with friendly care ; 

The opening bud to Heaven conveyed 
And bade it blossom there. 
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LOTS 

WRITTEN AT THE KING’s ARMS, ROSS, FORMERLY THE 
HOUSE OF THE “ MAN OF ROSS.” 

ICHEB tLan tKe miser o’er his coTintless 
hoards, 

I^ohler than Kings, or king-polluted 
lords, 

t the Man of Boss ! 0 Traveller, hear ! 
Departed merit claims a reverent tear. 

Friend to the friendless, to the sick man health. 
With generous joy he viewed his modest wealth ; 

He hears the widow’s heaven-breathed prayer of 
praise. 

He marks the sheltered orphan’s tearful gaze. 

Or where the sorrow-shrivelled captive lay, 

Pours the bright blaze of freedom’s noon-tide ray. 
Beneath this roof if thy cheered moments pass, 

Fill to the good man’s name one grateful glass ; 

To higher zest shall memory wake thy soul, 

And virtue mingle in the ennobled bowl. 

But if, like me, through life’s distressful scene 
Lonely and sad thy pilgrimage hath been ; 

And if, thy breast with heart-sick anguish fraught, 
Thou journey est onward tempest- tossed in thought; 
Here cheat thy cares I in generous visions melt, 

And dream of goodness, thou hast never felt ! 
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LIOTS 

TO A BEAUTIFUL SPRING IN A VILLAGE. 

N'CE more, sweet Stream! with slow foot 
wanflering* near, 

I bless thy milky waters cold and clear. 
Escaped thoflashingof thenoontide hours, 
With ono fresh garland of Pierian flowers, 

(Ere from thy zephyr-haunted brink I turn,) 

My languid hand shall wreathe thy mossy urn. 

For not through piathless grove with murmur rude 
Thou soothest the sad wood-nymph, Solitude; 

IN'or thine unseen in cavern depths to well, 

The hermit-fountain of some dripping cell ! 

Pride of the vale 1 thy useful streams supply “ 

The scattered cots and peaceful hamlet nigh. 

The elfin tribe around thy friendly banks 
With infant uproar and soul-soothing pranks, 
Released from school, their little hearts at rest, 
Launch paper navies on thy waveless breast. 

The rustic here at eve with pensive look 
Whistling lorn ditties leans upon his crook. 

Or starting paiisfes with hope-mingled dread 
To list the much-loved maid’s accustomed tread : 
She, vainly mindful of her dame’s command, 

Loiters, the long-fllled pitcher in her hand. 

UnboastM Stream 1 thy fount with pohhled falls 
The faded form of past delight recalls, 
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Wliat time the morning sun of hope arose. 

And all was joy; save when another’s woes 
A transient gloom upon my soul imprest. 

Like passing clouds impictured on thy breast. 
Life's current then ran sparkling to the noon, 

Or silvery stole beneath the pensive moon : 

Ah ! now it works rude brakes and thorns among, 
Or o’er the rough rock bursts and foams along ! 


LINES ON A FEIEND 

WHO DIED OP A FRENZY FEVER INDTJOBD BY 
CALUMNIOUS REPORTS. 

DMUND ! thy grave with aching eye I 
scan, 

And inly groan for heaven’s poor outcast — 
Man ! 

’Tis tempest all or gloom : in early youth 
If gifted with the Ithuriel lance of truth 
We force to start amid her feigned caress 
Vice, siren-hag! in native ugliness; 

A Brother’s fate will haply rouse the tear. 

And on we go in heaviness and fear! 

But if our fond hearts call to pleasure’s bower 
Some pigmy folly in a careless hour, 

The faithless guest shall stamp the enchanted ground. 
And mingled forms of misery rise around ; 
Heart-fretting fear, with pallid look aghast, 

That courts the future woe to hide the past ; 
Remorse, the poisoned arrow in his side, 

And loud lewd mirth, to anguish close allied : 




JUVENILE POEMS. 


30 

Till frenzy, fierce-eyed child of moping pain, 

Barts her hot lightning-flash athwart the brain. 

Best, injured shade ! Shall slander squatting near 
Spit her cold venom in a dead man’s ear ? 

’Twas thine to feel the sympathetic glow 
In merit’s joy, and poverty’s meek woe; 

Thine all, that cheer the moment as it flies. 

The zoneless cares, and smiling courtesies. 

Nursed in thy heart the firmer virtues grew, 

And in thy heart they withered ! Such chill dew 
Wan indolence on each young blossom shed; 

And vanity her filmy net-work spread. 

With eye that rolled around in asking gaze. 

And tongue that traflfteked in the trade of praise. 
Thy follies such! the hard world marked tliemwelll 
Were they more wise, the proud who never fell? 
Rost, injured Shade ! the poor man’s grateful prayer 
On heaven-ward wing thy wounded soul shall bear. 
As oft at twilight gloom thy grave I pass. 

And sit me down upon its recent grass, 

With introverted eye I contemplate 
Similitude of soul, perhaps of— fate ; 

To me hath Heaven with bounteous hand assigned 
Energic reason and a shaping mind, 

The daring ken of truth, the patriot’s part, 

And pity’s sigh, that breathes the gentle heart. 
Sloth-jaundiced all ! and from my graspless hand 
Brop friendship’s precious pearls, like hour-glass sand. 
I weep, yet stoop not ! the faint anguish flows, 

A dreamy pang in morning’s feverous doze. 

Is this piled earth our being’s passless mound ? 

Toll mo, cold grave ! is death with poppies crowned? 
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Tired seatinel ! ’mid fitful starts I nod, 

Attd &in would sleep, thougfi pillowed on a clod I 

Nor, 1794. 


TO A YOUNG LADY, 

WITH A POIM ON THE FRENCH REVOLUTION. 

JCH on my early youtli I love to dwell. 

Ere yet I bade that friendly dome farewell, 
Where first, beneath the echoing cloisters 
pale, 

I heard of guilt and wondered at the tale ! 

Yet though tlie hours flew by on careless wing, 

Full heavily of sorrow would I sing. 

Aye as the star of evening flung its beam 
In broken radiance on the wavy stream. 

My soul amid the pensive twilight gloom 
Mournod with the breeze, 0 Lee Boo o’er thy tomb. 

Where’er I wandered, pity stiU was near, 

Breathed from the heart and glistened in the tear : 
No knoll that tolled, but filled my anxious eye. 

And Bttflering Nature wept that one should die If 

Thus to sad sympathies I soothed my breast, 

CHm, as the rainbow in the weeping west : 

^ I*®© Boo, the son of Abba Thule, Prince of the Pelew 
lilanclii, oiwn® over to Bnjgland with Captain 'Wilson, died of 
th® umaH-pox, and is barfed in Ghcoenwieh chuxeh-yord. See 
KmW$ Aooount. 

t 8<mth«y*8 lletrospect, 
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Wlien slumbering freedom roused by high disdain 
Witb giant fury burst ber triple chain 1 
Fierce on her front the blasting dog-star glowed ; 
Her banners, like a midnight meteor, flowed ; 

Amid the yelling of the storm-rent skies 
She came, and scattered battles from her eyes ! 
Then exultation waked the patriot fire 
And swept with wild hand the Tyrtaean lyre : 

Bed from the tyrant^s wound I shook the lance, 
And strode in joy the reeking plains of France ! 

Fallen is the oppressor, friendless, ghastly, low. 

And my heart aches, though mercy struck the blow. 
With wearied thought once more I seek the shade. 
Where peaceful virtue weaves the myrtle braid. 

And 0 I if eyes whose holy glances roll, 

Swift messengers, and eloquent of soul ; 

If smiles more winning, and a gentler mien 
Than the love-wildered maniac’s brain hath seen 
Shaping celestial forms in vacant air, 

If these demand the impassioned Poet’s care — 

If mirth and softened sense and wit refined. 

The blameless features of a lovely mind; 

Then haply shall my trembling hand assign 
!N’o fading wreath to beauty’s saintly shrine. 

Kor, Sara! thou these early flowers refuse — 

Ke’er lurked the snake beneath their simple hues ; 
No purple bloom the Child of Nature brings 
From flattery’s night-shade : as he feels he sings. 


Sept. 1794. 
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sojsrmiT I. 

“ Content, as random Fancies might inspire, 

If his weak harp at times or londy lyre 
He struck with desultory hand, and drew 
Some softened tones to Nature not untrue.” 

Bowlhs. 

Y heart has thanked thee, Bowles ! for 
those soft strains 

Whose sadness soothes me, like the mur- 
muring 

Of wild-bees in the sunny showers of spring ! 

For hence not callous to the mourner’s pains 
Through Youth’s gay prime and thornless paths I went : 
And when the darker day of life began. 

And I did roam a thought-bewildered man, 

Their mild and manliest melancholy lent 
A mingled charm, which oft the pang consigned 
To slumber, though the big tear it renewed ; 
Bidding such strange mysterious pleasure brood 
Over the wavy and tumultuous mind. 

As made the soul enamoured of her woe : 

No common praise, dear Bard, to thee I owe ! 



SONNET II. 

S late I lay in slumber’s shadowy vale, 
With wetted cheek and in a mourner’s 
guise, 

I saw the sainted form of Freedom rise : 
She spake ! not sadder moans the autumnal gale — 

D 
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‘‘ Great Son of Genius ! sweet to me thy name, 

Ere in an evil hour with altered voice 
Thou bad’st oppression’s hireling crew rejoice 
Blasting with wizard spell my laurelled fame. 

Yet never, Burke ! thou drank’st corruption’s howl I 
Thee stormy pity and the cherished lure 
Of pomp, and proud precipitance of soul 
Wildered with meteor fires. Ah Spirit pure I 
That error’s mist had left thy purged eye : 

So might I clasp thee with a mother’s joy I” 


SONJSTET III. 

HOUGH roused hy that dark Yizir Riot 
rude 

Have driven our Priestly o’er the ocean 
1 swell; 

Though superstition and her wolfish brood 
Bay his mild radiance, impotent and fell ,* 

Calm in his halls of brightness he shall dwell 1 
For lo ! Religion at his strong behest 
Starts with mild anger from the papal spell, 

And flings to earth her tinsel-glittering vest, 

Her mitred state and cumbrous pomp unholy; 

And justice wakes to hid the oppressor wail 
Insulting aye the wrongs of patient folly : 

And from her dark retreat by wisdom won 
Meek Nature slowly lifts her matron Veil 
smile with fondness on her gazing son ! 




JUVENILE POEMS. 


35 


SOmET 17. 


HEN* British Freedom for a happier land 
Spread her broad wings that fluttered 
with affright, 

Erskine I thy voice she heard, and paused 

her flight 

Sublime of hope ! For dreadless thou didst stand 
(Thy censer glowing with the hallowed flame) 

A hireless priest before the insulted shrine, 

And at her altar pour the stream divine 
Of unmatched eloquence. Therefore thy name 
Her sons shall venerate, and cheer thy breast 
With blessings heavenward breathed. And when 
the doom 


Of nature bids thee die, beyond the tomb 
Thy light shall shine: as sunk beneath the West 
Though the great summer sun eludes our gaze, 
Still bums wide Heaven with his distended blaze. 


SONTHET 7. 

T was some Spirit, Sheridan ! that breathed 
O'er thy young mind such wildly various 
power ! 

My soul hath marked thee in her shaping 
hour. 

Thy templea with Hymettian flowerets wreathed ; 
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And sweet thy voice, as when o’er Laura’s bier 

Sad music trembled through Vauclusa’s glade ; 

Sweet, as at dawn the love-lorn soronade 

That wafts soft dreams to slumber’s listening eaa’. 

liTow patriot rage and indignation high 

Swell the full tones ! And now thine eye-beams dance 

JVIeanings of scorn and wit’s quaint revelry ! 

Writhes inly from the bosom-probing glance 
The apostate by the brainless rout adored, 

As erst that elderfiend beneath great Michael’s sword# 


SONNET YI. 

WHAT aloud and feaidul shrielc was there, 
As though a thousand souls one death- 
groan poured ! 

Ah me! they viewed beneath a hireling’s 
sword 

Fallen Kosciusko 1 Through the burdened air 
(As pauses the tired Cossac’s barbarous yell 
Of triumph) on the chill and midnight gale 
Rises with frantic burst or sadder swell 
The dirge of murdered Hope 1 while Freedom palo 
Bends in such anguish o’er her destined bier. 

As if from eldest time some spirit meek 
Had gathered in a mystic urn each tear 
That ever furrowed a sad Patriot’s cheek, 

And she had drained the sorrows of the howl 
Even till she reeled, intoxicate of soul ! 
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SONNET VII. 

S when far off the warbled strains are 
heard. 

That soar on Morning’s wing the vales 
among. 

Within his cage the imprisoned matin bird 
Swells the full chorus with a generous song : 

He bathes no pinion in the dewy light, 

No father’s joy, no lover’s bliss he shares. 

Yet still the rising radiance cheers his sight; 

His fellows’ freedom soothes the captive’s cares ! 
Thou, Fayette ! who didst wake with startling voice 
Life’s better sun from that long wintry night, 

Thus in thy country’s triumphs shalt rejoice, 

And mock with raptures high the dungeon’s might: 
For lo ! the morning struggles into day, 

And Slavery’s spectres shriek and vanish from the 
ray! 



SONNET VIII. 

HOU gentle look, that didst my soul lie- 
guile, 

Why hast thou left me ? Still in some 
fond dream 
Eevisit my sad heart, auspicious smile ! 

As falls on closing flowers the lunar beam ; 

Wliat time, in sickly mood, at parting day 
I lay me down and think of happier years ; 
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0£ joys, that glimmered in hope^s twilight ray. 
Then left me darkling in a vale of tears. 

0 pleasant days of hope — ^for ever gone ! — 
Could I recall you ! — But that thought is vain. 
Availeth not persuasion^s sweetest tone 
To lure the fleet- winged travellers back again : 
Yet fair, though faint, their images shall gleam 
Like the bright rainbow on an evening stream. 


SONIYET rx. 

Eoamer through the night ! thou 
poor Forlorn ! 

lorse that man on his death-bed 
possess, 

Who in the credulous hour of tenderness 
Betrayed, then cast thee forth to want and scorn ! 
Ihe world is pitiless : the chaste one^s pride 
Mimic of virtue scowls on thy distress ; 

Thy loves and they, that envied thee, deride : 

And vice alone will shelter wretchedness I 
0 ! lam sad to think that there should he 
Cold-bosomed lewd ones, who endure to place 
Foul offerings on the shrine of misery. 

And force from famine the caress of Love ; 

May He shed healing on thy sore disgrace. 

He, the great Comforter that rules above 
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SONNET X, 



WEET Mercy ! how my very heart has bled 
To see thee, poor Old Man ! and thy gray 
hairs 

Hoar with the snowy blast; while no one 


cares 

^ clothe thy shrivelled limbs and palsied head. 

My Father ! throw away this tattered vest 
X hat mocks thy shivering ! take my garment — use 
A young man’s arm I 111 melt these frozen dews 
That hang from thy white heard and numb thy breast. 
My Sara too shall tend thee, like a child ; 

And thou shalt talk in our fireside’s recess, 

Of purple pride, that scowls on wretchedness. 

He did not scowl, the Galilean mild, 

Who met the Lazar turned from rich man’s doors. 
And called him friend, and wept upon his sores ! 


SONNET XI. 

HOU bleedest, my poor heart ! and thy 
distress 

Eeasoning I ponder with a scornful smile. 
And probe thy sore wound sternly, though 
the while 

Swoln be mine eye and dim with heaviness. 

Why didst tlrou listen to hope’s whisper bland ? 
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Or, listening, why forget the healing tale, 

When jealousy with feverous fancies pale 
Jarred thy fine fibres with a maniac's hand? 

Faint was that hope, and raylesa ! — ^Yet 'twas fair, 
And soothed with many a dream the hour of rest : 
Thou shouldsthave loved it most, when most opprest, 
And nursed it with an agony of care. 

Even as a mother her sweet infant heir 
That wan and sickly droops upon her breast ! 


SONNET XII. 

TO THE AUTHOR OF TUB “ ROBBERS." 

CHILLER ! that hour I would have wished 
to die, 

If through the shuddering midnight I had 
sent 

From the dark dungeon of the tower time-rent 
That fearful voice, a famished father’s cry — 

That in no after moment aught less vast 
Might stamp me mortal I A triumphant shout 
Black horror screamed, and all her goblin rout 
From the more withering scene diminished past I 
Ah ! Bard tremendous in sublimity I 
Could I behold thee in thy loftier mood 
Wandering at eve with finely frenzied eye 
Beneath some vast old tempest-swinging wood ! 
Awhile with mute awe gazing I would brood : 

Then weep aloud in a wild ecstasy! 
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nras 


COMPOSED WHILE CLIMBING THE LEFT ASCENT OP 
BROOKLET COOMB, SOMERSETSHIRE, 

MAY, 1795. 

many a pause and offc reverted eye 
imb tKe Coomb’s ascent : sweet song:" 
sters near 

rble in shade their wild- wood melody : 
Far off the unvarying cuckoo soothes my ear. 

Up scour the startling stragglers of the flock 
That on green plots o’er precipices browse : 

From the forced fissures of the naked rock 
The yew tree bursts ! Beneath its dark green houghs 
(’Mid which the May-thom blends its blossoms white) 
Where broad smooth stones jut out in mossy seats, 
I rest : — and now have gained the topmost site*. 

Ah ! what a luxury of landscape meets 
My gaze ! Proud towers, and cots more dear to me. 
Elm-shadowed fields, and prospect-bounding sea ! 
Deep sighs my lonely heart : I drop the tear : 
Enchanting spot I 0 were my Sara here ! 
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LINES 

IN THl MANNER OP SPENSER. 

B PE ACE, that on a liJied bank dost love 
To rest thine head beneath an olive tree, 
I would, that from the pinions oftliy dove 

One quill withouten pain yplucked might 

be! 

For 0 1 I wish my Sara’s frowns to flee, 

And fain to her some soothing song would write, 
Lest she resent my rude discourtesy, 

Who vowed to meet her ere the morning light, 
But broke my plighted word — ah ! false and recreant 
wight I 

Last night as I my weary head did pillow 
With thoughts of my dissevered Fair engrost, 
Chill fancy drooped wreathing herself with willow, 
As though my breast entombed a pining ghost. 

** From some blest couch, young rapture’s bridal 
Eejected slumber ! hither wing thy way; [boast, 
But leave me with the matin hour, at most ! 

As night-closed floweret to the orient ray, 

My sad heart will expand, when I the Maid survey.” 

But Love, who heard the silence of my thought, 
Contrived a too successful wile, I ween : 

And whispered to himself, with malice fraught — 
Too long our slave the Damsel’s smiles hath seen ; 
To-morrow shall he ken her altered mien I ” 
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He spake, and arnkusked lay, till on my bed 
The morning shot her dewy glances keen. 

When as I ’gan to lift my drowsy head — 

N’ow, Bard ! Fll work thee woe ! the laughing 
Elfin said. 

Sleep, softly-breathing god! his downy wing 
Was Buttering now, as quickly to depart ; 

When twanged an arrow from Love’s mystic string, 
With pathless wound it pierced him to the heart. 
Was there some magic in the Elfin’s dart? 

Or did he strike my couch with wizard lance ? 
For straight so fair a Form did upwards start 
(No fairer decked the bowers of old romance) 
That sleep enamoured grew, nor moved from his sweet 
trance ! 

My Sara came, with gentlest look divine 
Bright shone her eye, yet tender was its beam : 

I felt the pressure of her lip to mine ! 

Whispering we went, and love was all our theme — 
Love pure and spotless, as at first, I deem. 

He sprang from Heaven ! Such joys with sleep did 
That I the living image of my dream [’bide. 
Fondly forgot. To’o late I woke, and sighed — 

** 0 ! how shall I behold my Love at even- tide I” 
July, 1795. 


IMITATED FROM OSSIAN. 



HE stream with languid murmur creeps, 
In Lumin’s flowery vale : 

Beneath the dew the lily weeps 
Slow-waving to the gale. 
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Cease, restlcjss gale it seems to say, 
ISfor wake me with thy sighing 1 
The honours of my vernal day 
On rapid wing are flying. 

To-morrow shall the traveller come 
Who late beheld me blooming : 

His searching eye shall vainly roam 
The dreary vale of Lumin.” 


With eager gaze and wetted cheek 
My wonted haunts along. 

Thus, faithful maiden 1 thou shalt seek 
The youth of simplest song. 

But I along the breeze shall roll 
The voice of feeble power ; 

And dwell, tbe moon-beam of tby soul, 
In slumber^s nightly hour. 


THE COMPLAINT OF NINATHOMA. 

OW long will ye round me be swelling, 

0 ye blue-tumbling waves of tbe sea? 
Not always in caves was my dwelling, 
Nor beneath the cold blast of the tree. 
Through the high-sounding halls of Cathl6ma 
In tbe steps of my beauty I strayed ; 

The warriors beheld Ninatbdma, 

And they blessed tbe white-bosomed maid ! 
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A Ghost 1 by my cavern it darted ! 

In moon-beams the Spirit was drest — 
For lovely appear the departed 
When they visit the dreams of my rest ! 
But disturbed by the tempest’s commotion 
Fleet the shadowy forms of delight — 

Ah cease, thou shrill blast of the ocean ! 

To howl through my cavern by night. 


MUTUAL PASSION. 

ALTERED AOT) MODERNIZED FROM AN OLD POET. 

LOVE, and he loves me again, 

Yet dare I not tell who : 

For if the nymphs should know my swain, 
I fear they’d love him too. 

Yet while my joy’s unknown, 

Its rosy buds are but half-blown : 

What no one with me shares, seems scarce my own. 

I’U tell, that if they be not glad. 

They yet may envy me : 

But then if I grow jealous mad. 

And of them pitied be, 

’Twould vex me worse than scorn ! 

And yet it cannot be forborn, 

Unless my heart would like my thoughts be tom. 

He is, if they can find him, fair 
And fresh, and fragrant too ; 

As after rain the summer air. 

And looks as lilies do. 
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That are this morning blown ! 

Yet, yet I doubt, he is not known, 

Yet, yet I fear to have him fully shown. 

But he hath eyes so large, and bright. 

Which none can see, and doubt 
That Love might thence his torches light 
Though Hate had put them out ! 

But then to raise my fears. 

His voice — ^what maid soever hears 
Will be my rival, though she have but ears. 

I’ll tell no more ! yet I love him. 

And he loves me ; yet so, 

That never one low wish did dim 
Our love’s pure light, I know— 

In each so free from blame. 

That both of us would gain new fame, 

If love’s strong fears would let me tell his namo I 


IMITATED FEOM THE WELSH, 

E, while my passion I impart. 

You deem my words untrue, 

0 place your hand upon my hearti* 
Feel how it throbs for you ! 

Ah no I reject the thoughtless claim 
In pity to your Lover ! 

That thrilling touch would aid the flame. 

It wishes to discover. 




JUVENILE POEMS. 


47 


THE HOIJE, WHEN WE SHALL MEET 
AGAIN. 

COMPOSED DURING ILLNESS AND IN ABSENCE. 

IM Hour! that sleep^st on pillowing 
clouds afar, 

0 rise, and yoke the turtles to thy car ! 
Bend o’er the traces, blame each lingering 
dove. 

And give me to the bosom of my Love ! 

My gentle Love ! caressing and carest, 

With heaving heart shall cradle me to rest; 

Shed the warm tear-drop from her smiling eyes. 
Lull with fond woe, and medicine me with sighs ; 
While hnely-flushing float her kisses meek, 

Like melted rubies, o'er my pallid cheek. 

Chilled by the night the drooping rose of May 
Mourns the long absence of the lovely day : 

Young day, returning at her promised hour. 

Weeps o'er the sorrows of her favourite flower, — 
Weeps the soft dew, the balmy gale she sighs, 

And darts a trembling lustre from her eyes. 

New life and joy the expanding floweret feels : 

His pitying mistress mourns, and mourning heals ! 
1706 , 
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TO Ali INFAI^'T. 

1 lift'* 

|H! cease thy tears and sobs, ’’’? 

I didbutsnatcUawaytlxe . ... 

Some safer toy will soon ^ ^v' U 

And to quickliughter change tins 

cry 1 ^ 

3?oor stumbler on the roclcy coast t 

Tutored by pain each source of pain, to ^ 

-Alike tile foodful fruit and scorching' n^ ^ ^ 

A.wal?:e thy eager grasp and young ire, 

Y et art tbou wise, for ’mid thy hrioF a an 
Thou closely clingest to thy mother s arm , 
]^e stling thy little face in that fond 
'Whose anxious heavings lull thee to 
Man’s breathing miniature! thou mak st m M> 

Au babe art thou — and such a thing ana 1 
To anger rapid and as soon appeasech 
T’or trifles mourning and hy trifles pleas^, 

33reak friendship’s mirror with a tetchy h * 

Yet snatch what coals of fire on pleasure s ai » 


O thou that rearest with celestial aim 
The future Seraph in my mortal frame. 

Thrice holy Faith ! whatever thorns I meet 
Ae on I totter with unpractised feet. 

Still let me stretch my arms and cling to 
Meek nurse of souls flirough their long intocj 
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OK THE CHRISTENING OF A FRIEND’S 
CHILD. 



|HIS clay among tlie faithful placed. 
And fed with fontal manna, 

0 with maternal title graced — 
Dear Anna’s dearest Anna ! — 


II. 

While others wish thee wise and fair, 

A maid of spotless fame. 

I’ll breathe this more compendious prayer — 
Mayst thou deseiwe thy name I 

in. 

Thy mother’s name — a potent spell, 

That bids the virtues hie 
From mystic grove and living cell 
Confessed to fancy’s eye ; — 


IV. 

Meek quietness without offence ; 
Content in homespun kirtle ; 

True love ; and true love’s innocence, 
White blossom of the myrtle I 


V. 

Associates of thy name, sweet child ! 
These virtues mayst thou win ; 

With face as eloquently mild. 

To say, they lodge within. 
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VI. 

So, wlien her tale of days all flown, 

Thy mother shall he missed here ; 

When Heaven at length shall claim its own. 
And angels snatch their sister ; 

vir. 

Some hoary-headed friend, perchance. 

May gaze with stifled breath ; 

And oft, in momentary trance. 

Forget the waste of death. 

vni. 

Even thus a lovely rose I viewed. 

In summer-swelling pride ; 

Nor marked the bud that, green and rude, 
Peeped at the rose’s side. 


IX. 

It chanced, I passed again that way, 

In autumn^s latest hour. 

And wondering saw tlio solfBaino spray 
Rich with the selfsame flower. 


X. 

Ah, fond deceit ! the riulo green, bud 
Alike in shape, place, name. 

Had bloomed, where bloomed its parent stud. 
Another and the same I 


1796. 
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lines to JOSEPH COTTLE. 

Y lionourecl friend ! wlioae verse concise 

Tunes to smooth melody unconquerod 
sense, 

Tli«^ j-YOnr fanrS fadeless live, as never sere’’ 
‘wreathes yon oak, whose broad defeiico 
For noon’s sultry influence I 

y tn tr nameless rivulet stealing hy, 

musing quiet dear 

g| ll ^ tints heaven-borrowed; the charmed eye 

undazzled there, and love the softened sky. 


^ the base of the poetic mount 

f* there is, which rolls in lazy flow 

mf ^ *^®^I*~I>lack waters from oblivion’s fount; 

* utj vjapour poisoned birds, that fly too low, 
p * dead swoop, and to the bottom go. 

« that heavy stream on pinion fleet 

p the mountain’s lofty-frowning brow, 

auTu^Lt of perilous ascent yon meet, 

of mildest charm delays the unlahouring feet. 


mi cloud-climbed rock, sublime and vast, 

Uko some ^ant king o’erglooms the hill, 

M pine-grove to the midnight blast 

solemn music! But the unceasing rill 
^ tile soft wren or lark’s descending trill 
MumaiEirs sweet undersong ’mid jasmin bowci*fi. 
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In this same pleasant meadow, at your will, 

I ween you wandered — there collecting flowers 
Of sober tint, and herbs of medicinable powers ! 

There for the monarch-murdered soldier’s tomb. 
You wove the unfinished wreath* of saddest hues, 
And to that holier chaplet f added bloom, 
Besprinkling it with Jordan’s cleansing dews ! 

But lo ! your Henderson J awakes the muse — 

His spirit beckoned from the mountain’s height ! 
You left the plain and soared ’mid richer views ! 

So IsTature mourned, when sank the first day’s light, 
With stars, unseen before, spangling her robe of 
night I 

Still soar, my friend, those richer views among. 
Strong, rapii fervent, flashing fancy’s beam ! 
Virtue and truth shall love your gentler song ; 

But poesy demands the impassioned theme : 

Waked by heaven’s silent dews at eve’s mild gleam 
What balmy sweets Pomona breathes around I 
But if the vexed air rush a stormy stream, 

Or Autumn’s shrill gust moan in plaintive sound, 
With fruits andflowers she loads the tempest honoured 
ground. 

* War, a fragment, t John the Baptist, a poem. 

J Monody on John Henderson, 
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Liras 

WRITTEN AT SHURTON BARS, NEAR 

BRIDGEWATER, SEPTEMBER, 1795, IN ANSWER 

TO A LETTER PROM BRISTOL. 

** Good verse most good, and bad verse then seems better 
Received from absent friend by way of Letter. 

For what so sweet can laboured lays impart 

As one rude rhyme warm from a friendly heart 1” — Anon. 

OR- travels my meandering eye 
Tlie starry wilderness on high j 
Nor now with curious sight 
I mark the glow-worm, as I pass, 
Move with “ green radiance through the grass. 
An emerald of light. 

0 ever present to my view I 
My wafted spirit is with you, 

And soothes your boding fears : 

1 see you all oppressed with gloom 
Sit lonely in that cheerless room — 

Ah me I You are in tears I 

Beloved Woman I did you fly 
Chilled friendship’s dark disliking eye. 

Or mirth’s untimely din? 

With cruel weight these trifles press 
A temper sore with tenderness, 

When aches the void within. 
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But why with sable wand unblest 
Should fancy rouse within my breast 
Dim-visaged shapes of dread ? 

Untenanting its beauteous clay 
My Sara’s soul has winged its way, 

And hovers round my head ! 

I felt it prompt the tender dream. 

When slowly sank the day’s last gleam ; 

You roused each gentler sense, 

As sighing o’er the blossom’s bloom 
Meek evening wakes its soft perfume 
With viewless influence. 

And hark, my Love ! The sea-breeze moans 
Through yon reft house ! O’er rolling stones 
In bold ambitious sweep, 

The onward-surging tides supply 
The silence of the cloudless sky 
With mimic thunders deep. 

Dark reddening from the channelled Isle 
(Where stands one solitary pile 
Unslated by the blast) 

The watchhre, like a sullen star, 

Twinkles to many a dozing tar 
Bude cradled on the mast. 

Even there— beneath that light-house tower — 
In the tumultuous evil hour 
Ere peace with Sara came, 

Time was, I should have thought it sweet 
To count the echoings of my feet, 

And watch the storm-vexed flame. 

* The Holmes, ia the Bristol Ohaanel. 
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And there in black soul-jaundiced, fit 
A sad gloom-pampered man to sit. 

And listen to the roar : 

When mountain surges hellomng deep 
With an uncouth monster leap 
Plunged foaming on the shore. 

Then by the lightning’s blaze to mark: 

Some toiling tempest-shattered bark ; 

Her vain distress-guns bear ; 

And -when a second sheet of light 
Flashed o’er the blackness of the nigkt* 

To see no vessel there t 

But fancy now more gaily sings; 

Or if awhile she droop her wings, 

As sky-larks ’mid the com, 

On summer fields she grounds her breas 
The oblivious poppy o’er her nest 
Nods, till returning morn. 

O mark those smiling tears, that ,, 

The opened rose I From heaven they ^ 
And with the sun-beam hlend. 

Blest visitations from above. 

Such are the tender woes of love 
Fostering the heart they bend ! 

When stormy midnight howling round 
Beats on our roof with clattering sound. 
To me your arms you’ll stretch : ^ 

Groat God I you’ll say— To us vSO kind, 

O shelter from this loud bleak wind 
The houseless, friendless wretch ! 
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The tears that tremble down your cheek 
Shall bathe my kisses chaste and meek 
In pity's dew divine ; 

And from your heart the sighs that steal 
Shall make your rising bosom feel 
The answering swell of mine ! 

How oft, my Love I with sbapinp sweet 
I paint the moment, we shall meet I 
With eager speed I dart — 

I seize you in the vacant air, 

And fancy, with a husband’s care 
I press you to my heart I 

^is said, in summer’s evening hour 
Hashes the golden-coloured flower 
A frir electric flame : 

^d so shall flash my love-charged eye 
When all the heart’s big ecstasy 
Shoots rapid through the frame I 


LINES TO A FRIEND, 


IN ANSWER TO A MBLANCHOnY UBJTTait. 



looks, that laboumg 

The peevish o%ring of a sickly hour I 
mr meanly thus complain of fortune’s 
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Yon setting sun flashes a mournful gleam 
Behind those broken clouds, liis stormy train: 
To-morrow shall the many-coloured main 
In brightness roll beneath his orient beam ! 

Wild, as the autumnal gust, the hand of Time 
Plies o’er his mystic lyre : in shadowy dance 
The alternate groups of joy and grief advance 
Responsive to his varying strains sublime ! 

Bears on its wing each hour a load of fate ; 

The swain, who, lulled by Seine’s mild murmurs, led 
His weary oxen to their nightly shed. 

To-day may rule a tempest-troubled state. 

Nor shall not fortune with a vengeful smile 
Survey the sanguinary despot’s might, 

And haply hurl the pageant from his height 
Unwept to wander in some savage isle. 

There shiv’ring sad beneath the tempest’s frown 
Round his tired limbs to wrap the purple vest ; 

And mixed with nails and beads, an equal jest I 
Barter for food the jewels of his crown. 
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RELIGIOUS MUSINGS; 

A DESULTORY POEM WRITTEN ON THE CHRISTMAS 

EVE OP 1794. 

is the time, when most divine to hear, 
3 voice of adoration rouses me, 
with a Cherub’s trump: and high up- 
borne. 

Yea, mingling with the choir, I seem to view 
The vision of the heavenly multitude, 

Who hymned the song of peace o’er Betldehem’s 
Helds I 

Yet Thoii more bright than all the angel blaze. 

That harbingered Thy birth, Thou, Man of woes ! 
Despised Galilean ! For the great 
Invisible (by symbols only seen) 

With a peculiar and surpassing light 
Shines from the visage of the oppressed good man, 
When heedless of himself the scourged Saint 
Mourns for the oppressor, Fair the vernal mead, 
Fair the high grove, the sea, the sun, the stars ; 
True impress each of their creating Sire ! 

Yet nor high grove, nor many-coloured mead, 

Nor the green ocean with his thousand isles. 

Nor the starred azure, nor the sovran sun, 

E’er with such majesty of portraiture 
Imaged the supreme beauty uncreate, 

As Thou, meek Saviour ! at the fearful hour 
When Thy insulted anguish winged the prayer 
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Harped by Archangels, when they sing of mercy ! 
Which when the Almighty heard from forth His 
throne 

Diviner light filled Heaven with ecstasy I 
Heaven’s hymnings paused : and Hell her yawning 
Closed a brief moment. [mouth 

Lovely was the death 

Of Him whose life was Love ! Holy with power 
He on the thought-benighted sceptic beamed 
Manifest Godhead, melting into day 
What floating mists of dark idolatry 
Broke and misshaped the omnipresent Sire : 

And first by fear uncharmed the drowsed Soul. 

Till of its nobler nature it ’gan feel 
Dim recollections ; and thence soared to hope, 
Strong to believe whate’er of mystic good 
The Eternal dooms for His immortal sons. 

From hope and firmer faith to perfect love 
Attracted and absorbed : and centred there 
God only to behold, and know, and feel, 

Till by exclusive consciousness of God 
All self-annihilated it shall make 
God its identity : God all in all ! 

We and our Father one I 

And blest are they. 

Who in this fleslily world, the elect of heaven. 

Their strong eye darting through the deeds of men, 
Adore with steadfast unpresuming ga 25 e 
Him Nature’s essence, mind, and energy ! 

And gazing, trembling, patiently ascend 
Treading beneath their feet all visible things 
As steps, that upward to their Father’s throne 
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Lead gradual — else nor glorified nor loved. 

They nor contempt embosom nor revenge : 

For they dare know of what may seem deform 
The Supreme Fair sole operant : in Whose sight 
All things are pure. His strong controlling Love 
Alike from all educing perfect good. 

Theirs too celestial courage, inly armed — 

Dwarfing earth’s giant brood, what time they muse 
On their great Father, great beyond compare ! 

And marching onwards view high o'er their heads 
His waving banners of Omnipotence. 

Who the Creator love, created might 
Dread not : within their tents no terrors walk. 

For they are holy things before the Lord 

Aye unprofaned, though earth should league with 

God’s altar grasping with an eager hand [hell ; 

Fear, the wild-visaged, pale, eye-starting wretch, 

Sure-refiiged hears his hot pursuing fiends 

Tell at vain distance. Soon refreshed from Heaven 

He calms the throb and tempest of his heart. 

His countenance settles ; a soft solemn bliss 
Swims in his eye — ^his swimming eye upraised : 

And Faith’s whole armour glitters on his limbs ! 
And thus transfigured with a dreadless awe, 

A solemn hush of soul, meek he beholds 

All things of temble seeming : yea, unmoved 

Views e’en the immitigable ministers 

That shower down vengeance on these latter days. 

For kindling with intenser Deity 

From the celestial Mercy-seat they come, 

And at the renovating wells of love 
Have filled their vials with salutary wrath. 

To sickly nature inore medicinal 
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Than what soft balm the weeping good man pours 
Into the lone despoiled traveller’s wounds I 

Thus from the elect, regenerate through faith. 

Pass the dark passions and what thirsty cares 
Drink up the spirit, and the dim regards 
Self-centre. Lo they vanish ! or acquire 
New names, new features — by supernal grace 
Enrobed with light, and naturalized in Heaven. 

As when a shepherd on a veimal morn 
Through some thick fog creeps timorous with slow 
Darkling he fixes on the immediate road [foot. 
His downward eye ; all else of fairest kind 
Hid or deformed. But lo ! the bursting sun ! 
Touched by the enchantment of that sudden beam 
Straight the black vapour melteth, and in globes 
Of dewy glitter gems each plant and tree ; 

On every leaf, on every blade it hangs ! 

Dance glad the new-born intermingling rays, 

And wide around the landscape streams with glory I 

There is one Mind, one omnipresent Mind, 

Omnific. His most holy name is Love. 

Truth of subliming import I with the which 
Who feeds and saturates his constant soul, 

He from His small particular orbit flies 
With blest outstarting ! from Himself he flies, 
Stands in the sun, and with no partial gaze. 

Views all creation ; and He loves it all. 

And blesses it, and calls it very good ! 

This is indeed to dwell with the most High 1 
Cherubs and rapture-trembling Seraphim 
Can press no nearer to the Almighty’s throne. 

But that we roam unconscious, or with hearts 
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Unfeeling of our universal Sire, 

And that in His vast family no Cain 
Injures uninjured (in, her best-aimed blow 
victorious murder a blind suicide) 

Haply for this some younger Angel now 
Looks down on human nature: and, behold ! 

A sea of blood bestrewed with wrecks, where mad 
Embattling interests on each other rush 
With unhelmed rage ! 


'Tis the sublime of ma n, 

Onr noontide majesty, to know ourselves 
Parts and proportions of one wondrous whole 1 
This fraternizes man, this constitutes 
Our charities and bearings. But ^tis God 
Dififiised through all, that doth make all one whole ; 
This the worst superstition. Him except 
Aught to desire. Supreme Reality ! 

The plenitude and permanence of bliss I 

0 Fiends of Superstition ! not that oft 

The erring priest hath stained with brother’s blood 
Your grisly idols, not for this may wrath 
Thunder against yon from the Holy One ! 

But o’er some plain that steameth to the sun. 
Peopled, with death ; or where more hideous trader 
I^wL-laughing packs hia bales of human anguish ; 

1 will raise up a mourning, 0 ye Fiends 1 

And cum your spells, that film the eye of faith. 
Hiding the present God; whose Presence lost, 
rnoral world’s cohesion, we become 
An anar^y of Spirits ! Toy-bewitched, 
blind by lusts, disherited of soul, 

Ho <5«inon centre man, no common sire 
Emoweth I A sordid solitary thing, 
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’Mid countless brethren with a lonely heart 
Through courts and cities the smooth savage roams 
Feeling himself, his own low self the whole ; 

When he by sacred sympathy might make 
The whole one self! self, that no alien knows! 

Self, far diffused as Fancy’s wing can travel I 
Self, spreading still ! Oblivious of its own, 

Yet all of all possessing ! This is Faith ! 

This the Messiah’s destined victory ! 

But first offences needs must come ! Even now* 
(Black Hell laughs horrible — to hear the scoff!) 
Thee to defend, meek Galilean ! Thee 
And Thy mild laws of love unutterable. 

Mistrust and enmity have burst the bands 
Of social peace ; and listening treachery lurks 
With pious fraud to snare a brother’s life ; 

And childless widows o’er the groaning land 
Wail numberless ; and orphans weep for bread 
Thee to defend, dear Saviour of mankind ! 

Thee, Lamb of God ! Thee, blameless Prince of peace ! 
From all sides rush the thirsty brood of War, — 
Austria, and that foul Woman of the North, 

The lustful murderess of her wedded lord ! 

* January 21st, 1794, in the debate on the address to his 
Majesty, on the speech from the Throne, the Earl of Guild- 
ford moved an amendment to the following effect : — “ That the 
House hoped bis Majesty would seize the earliest (^portunity 
to conclude a peace with France,” &c. This motion was op- 
posed by the Duke of Portland, who “ considered the war to 
be merely grounded on one principle — the preservation of the 
Christian Religion.” May 30th, 1794, the Duke of Bedford 
moved a number of resolutions, with a view to the establish- 
ment of apeace with France. He was opposed (among others) 
by Lord Abingdon in these remarkable words : — “ The best 
road to Peace, my Lords, is War! and War carried on in the 
same manner in which we are taught to worship our Creator, 
namely, with all our souls, and with all our minds, and with 
all our hearts, and with all our strength.” 
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And he, connatural mind ! whom (in their songs 
So hards of elder time had haply feigned) 

Some Fury fondled in her hate to man, 

Bidding her serpent hair in mazy surge 
Lick his young face, and at his mouth imbreathe 
Horrible sympathy ! And leagued with these 
Each petty Grerman princeling, nursed in gore I 
Soul-hardened harterers of human blood ! 

Death’s prime slave-merchants ! Scorpion-whips of 
Kor least in savagery of holy zeal, [Pate ! 

Apt for the yoke, the race degenerate, 

"Wliom Britain erst had blushed to call her sons ! 
Thee to defend the Moloch priest prefers 
The prayer of hate, and bellows to the herd 
That Deity, accomplice Deity 
In the fierce jealousy of wakened wrath 
Will go forth with our armies and our fleets 
To scatter the red ruin on their foes ! 

0 blasphemy ! to mingle fiendish deeds 
With blessedness ! 


Lord of unsleeping Love,* 

From everlasting Thou ! We shall not die. 

These, even these, in mercy didst Thou form, 
Teachers of good through evil, by brief wrong 
Making truth lovely, and her future might 
Magnetic o’er the fixed untrembling heart. 

In the primeval age a dateless while 
The vacant shepherd wandered with his flock, 
Pitching his tent where’er the green grass waved. 
But soon imagination conjured up 

* “ Art Tton not from everlasting-, 0 Lord, my Q-od, mine 
Holy Onel We shall not die- 0 Lord, Thou hast ordained 
them for judgment," &c . — Babakkuk i. 12, 
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A host of ne'v^ diesires : with busy aim, 

Each for himself, earth’s eager children toiled* 

So property began, twy-streaming fount, 

Whence vice and virtue flow, honey and galU 
Hence the soft couch, and many-coloured robe. 

The timbrel, and arched dome and costly feasts. 

With all the inventive arts, that nursed the soul 
To forms of beauty, and by ser .al wants 
Unsensualized the mind, wMch'm the means 
Learnt to forget the grossness of the end. 

Best pleasured with its own activity. 

And hence disease that withers manhood’s arm. 

The daggered envy, spirit-quenching want. 

Warriors, and lords, and priests — ^all the sore ills 
That vex and desolate our mortal life. 

Wide-wasting ills ! yet each the immediate source 
Of mightier good. Their been necessities 
To ceaseless action goading human thought 
Have made earth’s reasoning animal her lord, j 
And the pale-featured sage’s trembling hand 
Strong as a host of armed deities. 

Such as the blind Ionian fabled erst. 

From avarice thus, from luxury and war 
Sprang heavenly science ; and from science freedom. 
O’er wakened realms philosophers and bards 
Spread in concentric circles : they whose souls. 
Conscious of their high dignities from God, 

Brook not wealth’s rivalry ; and they who long 
Enamoured with the charms of order, hate 
The unseemly disproportion : and whoe’er 
Turn with miM sorrow from the victor’s car 
And the low puppetry of thrones, to muse 
On that blest tritunpli, when the patriot Sag^^ 
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Called the red lightnings from the o'er-mahing cloud 
And dashed the beauteous terrors on the earth 
Smiling majestic. Such a phalanx ne’er 
Measured firm paces to the calming sound 
Of Spartan flute I These on the fated day, 

When, stung to rage by pity, eloquent men [tribes 
Have roused with peiing- voice the unnumbered 
That toil and groan and bleed, hungry and blind, — 
These hushed awhile with patient eye serene 
Shall watch the mad careering of the storm ; 

Then o’er the wild and wavy chaos rush 

And tame the outrageous mass, with plastic might 

Moulding confusion to such perfect forms, 

As erst were wont, — ^bright visions of the day !— 

To float before them, when, the summer noon, 
Beneath some arched romantic rock reclined 
They felt the sea breeze lift their youthful locks ; 

Or in the month of blossoms, at mild eve, 
Wandering with desultory feet inhaled 
The wafted perfumes, and the flocks and woods 
And many-tinted streams and setting sun 
With all his gorgeous company of clouds 
"Ecstatic gazed ! then homeward as they strayed 
Cast tile sad eye to earth, and inly mused 
Why there was misery in a world so fair. 

Ah ! far removed from all that glads the sense. 
From all that softens or ennobles Man, 

The wretched many I bent beneath their loads 
They gape at pageant power, nor recognize 
Their cots’ transmuted plunder ! From the tree 
Of knowledge, ere the vernal sap had risen 
Rudely disbranched ! Blessed society ! 

Fitliest depictured by some sun-scorched waste, 
Whete oft majestic through the tainted noon 



jcr VENICE POEMS. 67 

Bimoom sails, before whose purple pomp 
ho %Us not prostrate dies ! And where by 
b a«t by each precious fountain on green herbs 
The 1 ion couches ; or hyaena dips 
Beep in the lucid stream his bloody j aws ; 

Or serpent plants his vast moon~glittering bulh, 
f *au|^ht in ■whose monstrous twine Behemoth^ 
lii« Vjones loud^cr ashing 1 

0 ye numberless, 

Vi hom foul oppression’s ruffian gluttony 
Drives from life’s plenteous feast ! 0 thou poor wretch 
Who nursed in darkness and made wild by want, 
Boamest tor prey, yea thy unnatural hand 
Dost lift< to deeds of blood! O pale-eyed form. 

The victim of seduction, doomed to know 
Polluted nights and days of blasphemy; 

W’ho in loathed orgies with lewd wassailers 
Must gaily laugh, while thy remembered home 
(inawfi like a viper at thy secret heart ! 

0 agcid women 1 ye who weekly catch 
The morsel tossed by law-forced charity. 

And die so slowly, that none call it murder I 
D loathly suppliants ! ye, that unreceived 
Totter heart-broken from the closing gates 
Of the full Lazar house : or, gazing, stand 
Biek with despair ! O ye to glory’s field 
Foreod or ensnared, who, as ye gasp in deaddi. 
Blood with new wounds beneath the vulture’s beak! 
O thou poor widow, who iu dreams dost view 
Tliy husband’s mangled corse, and from sbort doze 


Behemoth, in Hebrew, signifies wild beasts in. general, 
belike it is the elephant, some the hippopota-mtis ; some 
affirm H i« the wild bull. Poetically, it desiguattss any large 
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Start’st witli a shriek; or in thj 
Waked hy the wintiy night-storm, wet and rold, 
Cow’rst o'er thy screaming baby I Bo»t awliib, 
Children of wretchedness ! More groans miiRt rm% 
More blood must steam, or ere your wrongs bo fall* 
Yet is the day of retribution nigh : 

The Lamb of God hath opened the fifth seal : 

And upward rush on swiftest wing of fire 
The innumerable multitude of wrongs 
By man on man inflicted ! Best awhile, 

Children of wretchedness ! The hour is nigh ; 

And lo ! the great, the rich, the mighty mon. 

Kings and the chief captains of the world, 

With all that fixed on high like stars of Hc'avon 
Shot baleful influence, shall he cast to earth, 

Yile and down-trodden, as the untimely fruit 
Shook from the fig-tree by a sudden storm. 

Bren now the storm begins ; ^ each gentle imtno, 
JFaith and meek piety, with fearful joy 
I remhle far-ofl^for lo ! the giant Frenty 
Cprooting empires with his whirlwind arm 
^cketh high heaven; burst hideous from the c^II 
Where the old hag, unconquerable, huge, 

Creation s eyeless drudge, black Bum, sit* 
iXursmg the impatient earthquake. 


U rotum I 

^ Faith ! meek Piety ! The abhorred form 
Whose seylet robe was stiff with earthly pomp, 
^0 drank iniquity in cups of gold. 

Whose names were many and blasphemotts, 

^th met tile horrible judgmentl Whence that tuyf 
be mighty army of foul spirits shrieked, 


Alluding to the French Eevolatioa. 
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Disherited of earth ! For she hath fallen 
On whose black front was written Mystery ; 

She that reeled heavily, whose wine was blootd j 
She that worked whoredom with the demon I?owc‘r > 
And from the dark embrace all evil things 
Brought forth and nurtured : mitred Atheism * 

And patient Folly who on bended knee 
(3 ives back the steel that stabbed him ; and palo B' 6ar 
Haunted by ghastlier shapings than surroundL 
Moon-blasted Madness when he yells at ^ 

Beturn, pure Faith I return, meek Piety ! 

The kingdoms of the world are yours : each 
Self-governed, the vast family of love 
Baised from the common earth by common toil 
Dnjoy the equal produce. Such delights 
As float to earth, permitted visitants I 
When in some hour of solemn jubilee 
The massy gates of Paradise are thrown 
Wide open, and forth come in fragments wild! 

Sweet echoes of unearthly melodies. 

And odours snatched from beds of amaranth^ 

And they, that from the crystal river of life 
Spring up on freshened wing, ambrosial gales 3 
The favoured good man in his lonely walk 
Perceives them, and his silent spirit drinks 
Strange bliss which he shall recognise in heaven • 
And such delights, such strange beatitudes 
Seize on my young anticipating heart 
When that blest future rushes on my view I 
For in His own and ifi His Father’s might 
The Saviour comes ! While as the thousand years 
Lead tip their mystic dance, the desert shouta I 
Old ocean claps his hands I The mighty deadl 
Bise to new life, whoe’er from earliest time 
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With conscious zeal had urged love’s wondrous plan> 
Coadjutors of God. To Milton’s trump 
The high groves of the renovated earth 
Unbosom their glad echoes : inly hushed, 

Adoring Newton his serener eye 
liaises to heaven : and he of mortal kind 
Wisest, he* first who marked the ideal tribes 
Up the fine fibres through the sentient brain. 

Lo ! Priestley there, patriot, and saint, and sage, 
Him, full of years, from his loved native land 
Statesmen blood-stained and priests idolatrous 
By dark lies maddening the blind multitude 
Drove with vain hate. Calm, pitying he retired, 
And mused expectant on these promised years. 

0 years ! the blest pre-eminence of saints I 
Te sweep athwart my gaze, so heavenly bright. 

The wings that veil the adoring Seraphs’ eyes, 

What time they bend before the jasper throne f 
Eeflect no lovelier hues ! Yet ye depart. 

And all beyond is darkness ! Heights moat strange, 
Whence Pancy falls, fluttering her idle vving. 

Por who of woman bom may paint the hour. 

When seized in his mid course, the sun shall wane 
Making noon ghastly I Who of woman born 
May image in the workings of his thought, 

How the black- visaged, red-eyed fiend outstretched J 
Beneath the unsteady feet of Nature groans. 

In feverous slumbers — destined then to wake, 

♦ David Hartley. 

t Bev. chap. iv. V. 2 and ^ : — “ And inamediately I was in the 
Spirit: and, behold, a Throne was set in Heaven, and One 
sat on the Throne. And He that sat was to look upon like a 
jasper and a sardine stone,” &c. 

The dnal distraction impersonated 
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Whim fttrt whirl win<|ji thunii*»r biH *ln‘a4 rmnir 
Anii ih itfrnrtimi! Hi»w hm 

Th^ k»t HTf^t Hpirit lifting high iii air 
8h»ll nwear hy Him» t\m wr-livmg <>««», 

Tiin*» i« no m<*ro I 


lh4i«‘vo thou, <) my umil# 

Lif*’ im a timnn f»hmlowy of truth j 

Ao4 mm. uuii anguish, au4 thu wormy i^rav## 

Hhapm «if a 4nmm ! Thip roiling i4nii4« 

Au4 hi ! thf* ihroni* of tho nnlimming Uml 

Forth Ikshiug unimagtnitWfi day 

Wra|« in nnu hlano mrth, boarim, and lioll. 

rnntomfdant H|iirita ! yo that b©r#r oVr 
VVith utiiirml gmo tho Immattmimhlo ftiuni 
Khuihrnt with ar^atim Wityl 
And yti nf plfuitio pow«r, that interfa^ 

Hitill ihnw^h ihii iprcNHior and matO'rlal mawi 
i n nrfaniidiif cwrgw ! of i hal i 

{ And wlml If Monadi of tho inBolt© mind) 

I banly Jtiunnoylttf my immortal touiw® 

join your mjrttio ohdr. Till thou 
I dlariiditm «iy young novimli? ihottfht 
In minialori^ of hoart-atirring »mig, 

And ay® on moditatloaV hoaron-ward wing 
tfearing idolt I liraaiH® ih® ompyrisal air 
I 'If Ijow, ofimifirt, omnlinmaont L*or«» 

W'lman day*«|jriim rimn glorioii* in my mnil 
A* Ihp grmi ann, whon ho hla ifiBuanmi 
f^k mi th© flpi»it«bmmd watom-~Tho glotl atfwim 
l%iit to th# my* and wftrhl#ii an it flow«. 




R.TMli; OP THE ANCIENT MABINBR- 


IN SEVEN PARTS. 


“Facile credo, plures esse Natcrasinvisibi^^^ 
in rerum univeraitate. Sed hortiin *** 


m rerum univeraitate. Sed honim 

noliia enarrabit, et gradus et cognationes { 

singulorum muneral Quid aguntl (^use* 

Harum rerum notitiam semper ambivit 
ntinquam attigit. Juvat, interea, non 
animo, tauquam in tabuld, majoris et , 
imaginem contemplari: ne mens assuefacst^ 
minutiis se contrahat nimis, et tota subsidafe in 
tiones. Sed veritati interea iuvigilandix«d 
servandus, ut certa ab incertia, dietn a noot;©, 

— T. Burnet : Ardhaol. Phil, p 68. 


PART THE EIRST. 


An ancient 
Mariner 
meetetlithree 
Gallants bid- 
‘ den to a wed- 
ding-feast, 
anddetainelih 
one. 


IT is an ancien-tJ Maxi3i^» 

And he stopp© til om Of 
«By thy lon^ ifToy hmrd lUaH 
L<w>3!»^a>i glittering’ 
iw wherefore stopp'st tihoio ndof 



The Bridegroom^s dooT3 aa?® opesoo^ wl<tep 
And I am next of kin ; 

The guests are met, the dfeoAt k i 
May' st hear the merry dtin.** 
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He holds him with his skinny hand, 

‘‘There was a ship,” quoth he. 

“ Hold off! unhand grey-beard loon I” 

Bftaoons his hand dropt he. 

Ho holds him with his glittering eyc~ 

The Wedding-Guest stood still, 

And Tmtens like a three years’ child : 

The Mariner hath hla will. 

The Wedding-Guest sat on a stone: 

He cannot choose but hear ; 

And thus spake on that ancient man. 

The bright-eyed Mariner. 

Hie ship was cheered, the harbour cleared, 

Merrily did we drop 
Below tb© kirk, below the hill, 

Below the lighthouse top. 


The Wed- 
dinff-Gnest 

spell-boand 

by the eye w 
the sea- 
faring 
and con: 
strained to 

hear hi* tale- 


Tlie Sun came up upon the leff, 

Out of the sea came he I 

And he shone bright, and on the right 

Went down into the sea. 

Hlgh^ and higher every day, 

Till over the mast at noon — 

The Weddlng-Ghieat here beat his breast, 
For he hwd the loud bassoon. 


The Mariner 
tells how the 
ship sailed 
southward 
with a 

wind and f^P 
weather, tul 

It reached the 
line. 


The bride hath pa(^ into ihe hall. 
Bed a« a rose is she j 
Hodiinf their b€«^ before her goes 
The mmrs^ 


The 

ding-Ciin^ 
hearetb the 
bridal mnsbl 
but the Ma* 
rin«roondrjB» 
eth hia tale, 
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tme jrjme of 

The Wedding-G-uest he heat his brwist, 
Yet he cannot choose but hear ; 

And thus spake on. that ancient man, 
The bright-eyed Mariner. 


The ship 
drawn by a 
storm toward 
the south 
pole. 


And now the storm-blast came, and he 
Was tyrannous and strong : 

He struck with his o’ertaking wings, 
And chased us south along. 


With sloping masts and dipping prow, 

As who pursued with yell and blow 
Still treads the shadow of his foe 
And forward bends his head. 

The ship drove fast, loud roared the blast, 
And southward aye we fled. 


And now there came both mist and snow, 
And it grew wondrous cold : 

And ice, mast-high, came floating by, 

As green as emerald. 

And through the drifts the snowy clifts 
Did send a dismal sheen : 

Nor shapes of men nor beasts we ken 
The ice was all between. 

The ice was here, the ice was there, 

The ice was all around : 

It cracked and growled, and roared and 
howled, 

Like noises in a swound ! 


The land of 
ice, and of 
fea^l 
80 'aiid 3 ,where 
no living 
thing was to 
be seen. 
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At lonp:th ctid ero«8 m Albatroin ; 
Thorougli the fbg it < 5 Ame ; 

As if it had been a Chriatiiwj ftoul, 
We hailed it in God”* name* 

It ato the food it na*w hai! eat, 

And round and round it dew. 

The ice did split with a th«nd^r4lt; 
The helmsman steered us through t 


TUI n jir«Nii 

fftlliNit th* 
Aihiitrn«i, 

thi* »««»«? 

•KltU MiMk 

iitt4 


And a good south wind sprung up bebtml ; 
The Alhatross did follow, 

And every day, for food or play, 

Came to the mariners* hollo 1 

In mist or cloud, on mast or ahroudy 
It perched for tespers nine ; 

Whiles all the night, through fog «>smcikv 
white, 

Glimmered the white moon-ahtnc** 


Aiwl k? *li» 

pii3viTihNl»irU 

df 

*11*4 

tk» m II 
usd teimii 


** God save thee, ancient Mariner 1 
From til© fienda, that plj^e thee thus !•— 
Why iook*st thou no With my nrosa- 
I shot the MhsAxfm I |bow 


TIm» wmimt 

Mirliftiw 

kUlwlhta# 
ptsm Hrd id 


raar th» sacoao* 

Thb Sun now rose upon the right: 
Out of the »m came ho, 

Still yd in mkt, and on the kft 
Went down Into tiie sea. 



75 


THE El ME OF' 

And the good soutB wind still blew 
Bat no sweet bird did follow> 

Nor any day, for food or play. 

Came to the mariners’ hollo I 

f fo"e a Selliali thing-, 
against the And it would work ’em woe ; 

aU averred, I bad killed the bird 
ing the bird ^^at made the breeze to blow, 
ef good luck. Ah wretch I said they, the bird to «Iay 
That made the breeze to blow 1 


Bat when tbe 
^cleared 
they jus- 
tify the same, 
ai^ thoa 
Htake them- 
»^es accom- 
f^ces in 
crime. 

The feir 
b^^ease con« 
feinioesf; the 


t&eBaeiJic 
Obeaa and 
«S»ttoErth- 
ward^esrea 
tlB it reaches 
the Bine. 

T^s^^hath 
^*<Sn sodden-' 
%6efealme(L 


J^'or dim nor red, like God’s own boad^ 
The glorious Sun uprist : 

Then all ayerred, I had killed the bird 
That brought the fog and mist. 

^was right, said they, such birds to stay^ 
That bring the fog and mist* 

^e fair breeze blew, the white foam How* 
Ihe furrow* streamed off free : 

We were the first that ever burst 
Into that silent sea. 

Down dropt the breeze, the sails dropfe 
down, 

’Twas sad as sad could be ; 

we did speak only to break 
ihe silence of the sea ! 


former eiKiaon the line wa?, 

W T v j, fiirrow followed free ; 

before X 

»&mt aoicKth^ tSroua thet 
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•All in a hot and copper sky, 

The bloody Sun, at noon, 

Ilight up above the mast did stand, 
IN’o bigger than the Moon. 

I)ay after day, day after day, 

W e stuck, nor breath nor motion ; 

As idle as a painted ship 
XJpon a painted ocean. 

Water, water, everywhere, 

And all the boards did shrink ; 
Water, water, every where, 
any drop to drink. 

The very deep did rot : 0 Christ ! 
That ever this should be ! 

Yea, slimy things did crawl with lepfs 
XJpon the slimy sea. 

About, about, in reel and rout 
The death-fires danced at night; 
The water, like a witch’s oils, 

J3umt green, and blue and white. 


And the 
Albatross 
begins to be 
avenged. 


And some in dreams assured were 
Of the spirit that plagued us so : 

^9'ine fathom deep he had followed us 
Prom the land of mist and snow. 

And every tongue, through utter drought, 
Was withered at the root; 

We could not speak, no more than if 
We had been choked with soot. 


A spirit had 
followed 
them ; one of 
the invisible 
inhabitants of 
this planet, 
neither de^ 
parted souls 
nor angels ; 
ooucerning 
whom the 
learned Jew, 


•Josephus, and the Platonic Oonstantinopolitan, Michael Psellns, 
may be oonsnlted. They are very numerous, and there is no 
climate or element without one or more. 
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The 
Spates, 
their setosre 
diBtrtsss, 
would fain 
throw tlie 
whole iDfia-ilt 
«»-iicient 
Marintea^ : in 
;Jgn ^liereof 
^«y ii«txi£rthe 
dead sea-3)ird 
row ad His 
neck. 


The a-raoxent 
Mwiaater be- , 
holde-fcH, a. sign 
in thes ele- 
menh *x. far off. 


At it» xaearer 
approekelx, it 
him 

to be a, ship ; 
and at; a dear 
raaaonxxi he 
h'net'fca His 
t|H»ecfcHL fVom 
tn© bonds of 
thirat- 


THE JtJME OF 

Ah ! well a-day ! what evil 
Had I from old and youngT J 
Instead of the cross, the 
About my neck was htung- 


PART THE THIRD. 

There passed a weary time* tlimat 

Was parched, and glazed each 
A weary time ! A weary tirne • 

How glazed each weary 

When looking westward 1 beh ^?' 

A something in the sky- 

At first it seemed a little spec^^ 

And then it seemed a mist ; * i * 

It moved and moved, and tooiC mt 
A certain shape, I wist. 

A speck, a mist, a shape, I wi«ti ! 

And still it neared and nearecl 5 ^ 

And as if it dodged a water-sps^*^# 

It plunged and tacked and veox*’®^* 

With throats unslaked, witK 
We could nor laugh nor wail ; [bakiHi, 
Through utter drought all duml^ ntWKi . 
1 bit my arm, I sucked tbe bloCHsl, 

And cried, A sail ! a sail t 

With throats nnalaked, witli l>liifCk 
Agape they heard me call : [b&kw. 
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gj-i-amercy ! they for joy did grin, 
all at once their hrcath drew in, 
they were drinking all. 

0eQ I see I (I cried) she tacks no more! 
jjither to work ua weal; 

ithout a breeze, without a tide, 

^he steadies with upright keel ! 

western wave was all a-flame. 

■Ihe day was well nigh done ! 

Almost upon the western wave 
^Rested the broad bright Sun ; 

When that strange shape drove suddenly 
Betwixt us and the Sun. 

And straight the Sun was flecked with bars, 
(Heaven’s Mother send us grace I) 

As if through a dungeon grate he peered, 
With broad and burning face. 

Alas ! (thought I, and my heart beat loud) 
How fast she nears and nears ! 

Are those her sails that glance in the Sun, 
Like restless gossameres ? 

Are those her ribs through which the Sun 
Did peer, as through a grate ? 

And is that Woman all her crew? 

Is that a Death ? and are there two ? 

Is Death that woman’s mate ? 

Her lips were red, her looks were free, 
Her locks were yellow as gold ; 


Aflasli of joy, 


And horror 
follovrs. For 
can it be a 
ship that 
comes onward 
without wind 
or tide | 


It seemeth 
him but the 
skeleton of a 
ship. 


And its ribs 
are seen as 
bars oh the 
face of the 
setting Sun. 
The spectre- 
woman and 
her death- 
mate, and no 
other on 
board the 
skeleton -ship. 
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Like vessel, 
like crew L 


Death, aa<i 
Life-in- 
Death have 
diced for the 
ship's crew, 
and she (the 
latter) vritn- 
neth the an,- 
cientMariner 


At the rising 
of the Moon, 


One after 
another^ 


His ship- 
mates drop 
down dead. 
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Her skin was as white as ahe 

The night-mare Lifk-in-BeATX^ 

Who thicks man's blood witli co 


The naked bulk alongside carn.^^ 
And tbe twain were casting* dic^ ^ 
The game is dene! IVe, I've vr 
Quoth she, and whistles thrice- 


The Sun's rim dips; the stars 
At one stride, comes the darlt ; 
With far-heard whisper, o'er 
Off shot the ^ectre-hark. 


We listened and looked sidewa^y® "“P * 
Fear at my heart, as at a cup> 

My life-blood seemed to sip I 
The stars were dim, and thiofe. j 

The steersman's face by his latrip 
white; 

From the sails the dew did dlrip 
Till cdomb above the eastern "b^wr 
The hofned Moon, with one b Btm 
Within the nether tip. 


One after one, by the star- dog’firea Moom, 
Too quick for groan or sigh. 

Each turned his face with a gbs»»tly 
And cursed me with his eye^ 


Four times fifty living men, 

(And I heard nor sigh nor gxoajct) 
With heavy thump, a lifeless ttxxnpf 
They dropped down one by c>rk&<^ 
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The souls did from their bodies fly, — 

They fled to bliss or woe ! 

And every soul, it passed me by. 

Like the whizz of my cross-bow ! 

8t 

I? tit 

iina b«rwork 

oix 

PART THE FOURTH. 


“ I PEAR thee, ancient Mariner ! 

I fear thy skinny hand ! 

And thou art long, and lank, and brown. 
As is the ribbed sea-sand.* 

TChie Wvd- 

h tbut a 
jsTiiirit iaik- 
lifig to him; 

I fear thee and thy glittering eye, 

And thy skinny hand, so brown/^ — 
h'ear not, fear not, thou Wedding-Guest 1 
This body dropt not down. 

Alone, alone, all, all alone, 

Alone on a wide wide sea ! 

And. never a saint took pity on 

My soul in agony. 

JBut the w»- 
clentMarittw 

him 

of* bodily 

liFo, ««d pro- 
0'«*edetfli to 
3r«»lat# his 

Inorxible 

The many men, so beautiful ! 

And they all dead did lie ; 

And a thousand thousand slimy things 
Lived on; and so did I. 

diMspiiielb 
t.lio orrutnres 
of tho 

For the last two lines of this I 

Mr. 'Wordswwth. It was on a delmhtM ttimSof 

Stowey to Dnlrerton,with him and his sister, m 

1797 , that thjjs poem was planned, and in part corn 

G 
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And euvieth 
that tftey 
shoald live, 
and so 3tnajiy 
lie d«adl. 


TMB MiMM 

I looke<J ttpoa titt mMaf 
And draw my ^ym ; 

I looked upon tfe® mtitiiif dmk^ 

And there the d#iid mm 

I looked to Hwen, mi fcrlftd to pmyt 
But or ever a pmyer had ftiahli 
A wicked whkpor aod made 

My lieart m dry m dw*l. 


I closed my lida, mad them close 
And the balls lik# plaoi b§«t . * 

Forthesky andth©io«,and thiiimanddio 
Lay, like a load on my wmry f|W 
And the dead were at my fmU ^ ^ 


BattHccn^ The cold sweat malted fbom their 

llve^forhim ^ , 

tte dl^ ”* /The look with wbloh tl»y lookad on me 
Had never passed mmy. 

An orphan's cmm mM img to Hell 
A spirit firom om hlfl ; 

But oh 1 more horwl© fejHt n t^afe 
Is the cmrsa in a dead mimk eye I 
Seven days, Bem »%!>«,, I «„ (a„itour»e. 
And yet I could not dkt 

lit Ms Inneli- The moving Koon went m ^ akv 
And no where did .hider 
Softly she was m 

tcKwaardis tiie And a star or two besIdLBw. 

and the stars th.at still sojonm, y«t tm m*-* 
and everywhere the bln:e sky belonki 1t6 if ’ 

rwainted r^tv and their native cottnSy, 

wjtich they enter unannetiaoedi, ii 
twnly expected, and yet there is a 
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^emocked the sultry main, 
iLt oar-frost spread; 

mi,, ship’s huge shadow lay, 

A water burnt al way 

A mil 4f^tia awful red. 


S3 


nti tiro sliadow of the ship, 
wa tlxe water- snakes : 

*yko vo<l in tracks of shining white, 
V II they reared, the elfish light 

I* ill oir rxx laoary flakes. 


By thL© 

of til e 

he belioldtnh 

Q-od*s crea- 
tures of the 


Wjlliiir tdio shadow of the ship 
i w»t*eno<i their rich attire : 

l^loBsiy' green, and velvet black, 
Utry c^oxlecl and swam ; and every track 
W»« m, flnailx of golden fire. 


^^ving things I no tongue 
Thwr^ ht€«>30L.iuity might declare ; 

A o£ love gushed from my heart, 

A»a 1 trl^esBed them unaware ! 

Hum my Itincl saint took pity on me. 
Ana I ol^ststed them unaware. 


Their "beauty 

a<iid their 

happi*®*^" 

He blessetb 
them ini »»» 

heart- 


Th® moment I could pray; 

Afiti firomt my neck so free 
Tl» Athaatross fell ofl^ and sank 
fik® into the sea. 


The spell 
begfiriB to 
breah- 
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THE HIME OF 


By mMe of 
thelio-ly 
Mother, the 
a-ncient Ma- 
riner is re- 
freshed with 
rain. 


He heareth 
sounds, and 
seeth strange 
sights and 
commotions 
in the sky and 
the element. 


PART THE FIFTH. 

Oh sleep ! it is a gentle thing, 

Beloved £*001 pole to pole ! 

To Mary Queen the praise be given I 
She sent the gentle sleep from Heaven, 
That slid into my soul. 

The silly buckets on the deck, 

That had so long remained, 

I dreamt that they were filled with dew ; 
And when I awoke, it rained. 

My lips were wet, my throat was cold, 
My garments all were dank ; 

Sure I had drunken in my Yearns, 

And still my body drank. 

I moved, and could not feel my limbs : 

I was so light — almost 
I thought that I had died in sleep 
And was a blessed ghost. 

And soon I heard a roaring wind : 

It did not come anear ; 

But with its sound it shook the sails, 
That were so thin and sere. 

The upper air burst into life I 
And a hundred fire-flags sheen. 

To and fro they were hurried about ; 
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And to and fro, and in and out. 

The wan stars danced between. 

And the coming wind did roar more loud. 
And the sails did sigh like sedge ; 

And the rain poured down from one black 
The IiToon was at its edge. [cloud ; 

The thick black cloud was cleft, and still 
The Moon was at its side : 

Like waters shot from some high crag, 
The lightning fell with never a jag, 

A river steep and wide. 

The loud wind never reached the ship. 
Yet now the ship moved on ! 

Beneath the lightning and the Moon 
The dead men gave a groan. 

They groaned, they stirred, they all up- 
rose, 

Nor spake, nor moved their eyes; 

It had been strange, even in a dream, 

To have seen those dead men rise. 

The helmsman steered, the ship moved on ; 
Yet never a breeze up blew ; 

The mariners all ’gan work the ropes, 
Where they were wont to do : 

They raised their limbs like lifeless tools— 
We were a ghastly crew. 

The body of my brother's son 
Stood by me, knee to knee : 


The bodies of 
the ship's 
crew are in- 
spirited, and 
the ship 
moves on ; 
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The body and I piillecl at onn rope, 

But he said nought to ni<^ 

I fear thee, ancient Mariner T* 

Be calm, thou Wedding- 

^Twas not those souls that fled in imm, 

Which to their corses camt^ agjun, 

But a troop of spirits : 

For when it dawned — tTicy <lroppetl tlicir 
arms, 

And clustered round tho nm«t ; 

Sweet sounds rose slowly through their 
mouths. 

And from their bodies 

Around, around, flew each sw(*et sound, 
Then darted to the Sun ; 

Slowly the sounds came back again, 
l^ow mixed, now one by one. 

Sometimes a-dropping* Brom the sky 
I heard the sky-lark sing; 

Sometimes all little birds that an*, 

How they seemed to fill the sea and air 
With their sweet jargon ing I 

And now ^twas like all instrumont», 
ow like a lonely flute ; 

And now it is an angeFs song. 

That makes the heavens be mute. 

It ceased; yet still the sails marie on 
A pleasant noise till noon. 


But not by 
the sonls of 
the men, nor 
by demons of 
earth or mid- 
dle air, but 
by a blessed 
troop of an- 
gelic spirits, 
sent^ do-wn by 
the invoca- 
tion. of the 
guardian 
saint. 
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A noise like of a hidden brook 
In the leafy month of June, 

That to the sleeping woods all night 
Singeth a quiet tune. 

Till noon we quietly sailed on. 

Yet never a breeze did breathe: 

Slowly and smoothly went the ship. 

Moved onward from beneath. 


Under the keel nine fathom deep. 

From the land of mist and snow. 

The spirit slid ; and it was he 
That made the ship to go. 

The sails at noon left off their time. 

And the ship stood still also. 

The Sun, right up above the mast, 

Had fixed her to the ocean ; 

But in a minute she'^^an stir, 

With a short uneasy motion — 
Backwards and forwards half her length, 
With a short uneasy motion. 


Theloaesom* 
spirit from 
the south- 
pole carries 
on the ship us 
far as the 
line, in obe- 
dience to the 
angelic troop, 
but still re- 
quireth ven- 
geance. 


Then like a pawing horse let go. 
She made a sudden bound : 

It flung the blood into my head. 
And I fell down in a swound. 


How long in that same fit I lay, 
I have not to declare ; 


The Polar 
Spirit's fel- 
low-demons, 
the invisible 


inhabitants of the element, take part in his wrong ; and two of 
them relate, one to the other, that penance long and heavy for 
the ancient Mariner hath been accorded to the Polar Spirit, 
who returnetb southward. 
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But ere my Kvingr life returned, 

I heard, and in my soul discerned 
Two voices in the air. 

“Isithe?^' quoth one, “is this the 
By Him who died on cross, 

With his cruel bow he laid full low. 

The harmless Albatross. 

The spirit who bideth by himself 
In the land of mist and snow, 

He lovod the bird that loved the man 
Who shot him with his bow.” 

The other was a softer voice. 

As soft as honey-dew : 

Quoth he, “The man hath penance dori«*» 
And penance more will do.'' 


PART THE SIXTH. 

First Voice, 

But tell me, tell me ! spealc again, 
Thy soft response renewing — 
What makes that ship drive on so 
What is the ocean doing? 

Second Voice. 

Still as a slave before his lord. 

The ocean hath no blast ; 

His great bright eye most silently 
Up to the Moon is cnat — ■ 
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If lie may know which way to go; 
l^or she guides him smooth or grim. 

See, brother, see ! how graciously 
She looketh down on him. 


First Voice. 


But why drives on that ship so fast. 
Without or wave or wind ? 

Second Voice. 

The air is cut away before. 

And closes from behind, 

Bly, brother, fly ! more high, more high I 
Or we shall be belated : 

For slow and ^ow that ship will go, 
When the Mariner’s trance is abated. 


The Mariner 
hath been 
cast into a 
trance; for 
the angelic 
power 
causeth the 
vessel to 
drive north- 
ward, faster 
than human 
life couM en- 
dure. 


I woke, and we were sailing on 
As in a gentle weather : 

’Twas night, calm night, the Moon was 
high; 

The dead men stood together. 

All stood together on the deck. 

For a chamfel-dungeon fitter : 

All fixed on me their stony eyes. 

That in the moon did glitter. 


The super- 
natural mo- 
tion is retard- 
ed; the Ma- 
riner awakes, 
and his pe- 
nance begins 
anew. 


The pang, the curse, with which they died. 
Had never passed away: 

1 conld not draw nay eyes from theirs, 
Nor turn them up to pray. 
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The curse is 

finally- 

expiated. 


And the an- 
cientMariner 
beholdeth his 
native 
country. 


THE MIME OF 

And now this spell was snapt : once more 
I viewed the ocean green, 

And looked far forth, yet little saw 
Of what had else been seen — 

Like one, that on a lonesome road 
Doth walk in fear and dread, 

And having once turned round, walks on, 
And turns no more his head ; 

Because he knows, a frightful fiend 
Doth close behind him tread. 

But soon there breathed a wind on me 
Nor sound nor motion made : 

Its path was not upon the sea, 

In ripple or in shade. 

It raised my hair, it fanndfl my cheek 
Like a meadow-gale of spring — 

It mingled strangely with my fears. 

Yet it felt like a welcoming. 

Swiftly, swiftly flew the ship, 

Yet she sailed softly too : 

Sweetly, sweetly blew the breeze — 

On me alone it blew. 

Oh I dream of joy ! is this indeed 
The lighthouse top I see ? 

Is this the hill? is this the kirk ? 

Is this mine own countree ? 

We drifted o^er the harbour-bar. 

And I with sobs did pray— 
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0 let me he awake, my God I 
Or let me sleep alway. 

The harbour-hay was clear as glass, 
So smoothly it was strewn ! 

And on the bay the moonlight lay. 
And the shadow of the moon. 


The rock shone bright, the kirk no less. 
That stands above the rock *, 

The moonlight steeped in silentnesa 
The steady weathercock. 


And the bay was white with silent light. 
Till rising from the same, 

Full many shapes, that shadows were, 

In crimson colours came. 


The auffelic 
spirits leave 
the dead 
bodies, 


A little distance from the prow 
Those crimson shadows were : 

I turned my eyes upon the deck — 
Oh, Christ ! what saw I there ! 

Each corse lay flat, lifeless and flat. 
And, by the holy rood ! 

A man all light, a seraph-man, 

On every corse there stood. 


And appear 
in their own 
forms of light. 


This seraph-band, each waved his hand : 
It was a heavenly sight ! 

They stood as signals to the land, 

Each one a lovely light : 



92 


Thm Hnraait 
<^fcfeeF«od, 


TffE HJWE OF 

T ^ifl seraph-band, each mved liis h-S^Tid, 
NTo voice did they impart — 

N'o voice; but oh! the silence sank 
Like music on my heajrt. 

But soon I beard the dash of oars, 

I beard the Pilot’s cheer; 

ilv head was turned perforce away, 

And I saw a boat appear. 

The Pilot, and the Pilot’shoy, 

I heard them coming fast : 

Dear Lord in Heaven! it Fas a joy 
The dead men could nofc blast. 

I saF a third — I heard his roice r 
It is the Eermit good ! 

He singetb loud his godly hymns 
That he makes in the wood. 

He’ll shrieve my souti, he’ll wash a^ay 
The Albatross’s blood. 


pjlet the seveinth. 

This Hermit good lives in that Food 
Which slopes down to the sea. 

How loadly bis sweet voice he rears ! 

He love® to talk with inaa*ineires 
That come firom a far coiintree. 

He kneels at mom, and noon^ ancd ev&-— 
He bath a cushion plump : 
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It IS the moss tliat wholly hides 
The rotted old oak stump. 

The skiff-boat ueared : I heard' them talk, 
** Why, this is strange, I trow ! 

Where are those lights so many and fair. 
That signal made hut now 

Strange, by my faith tlie Hermit 
said — 

And they answered not our cheer I 
The planks look warped ! and see those 
How thin they are and sere ! [sails, 
I never saw aught like to them. 

Unless perchance it were 

Brown skeletons of leaves that lag 
My forest-brook along : 

When the ivy-tod is heavy with snow. 
And the owlet whoops to the wolf below. 
That eats the she-wolf s young.’' 

“ Dear Lord ! it hath a fiendish look” — 
(The Pilot made reply) 

I am a-feared” — “ Push on, push on !” 
Said the Hermit cheerily. 

The boat came closer to the ship, 

But I nor spake nor stirred j 
The boat came close beneath the 
And straight a sound was heard. 

Under the water it rumbled on, 

Still louder and more dread : 


Approacheth 
the ship with 
wonder. 


The ship sud- 
denly sink- 
eth. 
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THE RIME OF 

It reached the ship, it split the bay; 
The ship went down like lead. 


The ancient 
Mariner is 
saved, in the 
Pilot’s boat. 


Stunned hy that loud and dreadfol sound| 
Which sky and ocean smote. 

Like one that hath been seven days 
drowned, 

My body lay afloat; 

But swift as dreams, myself I found 
Within the Pilot's boat. 


Upon the whirl, where sank the ship, 
The boat spun round and round ; 

And all was still, save that the hill 
Was telling of the sound. 

I moved my lips — ^the Pilot shrieked 
And fell dovm in a fit ; 

The holy Hermit raised his eyes, 

And prayed where he did sit. 

I took the oars : the Pilot’s hoy, 

Who now doth crazy go, 

Laughed loud and long, and all the while 
His eyes went to and fro. 

** Ha I ha !” quoth he, “ full plain I see, 
The Devil knows how to row.” 


And now, all in my own countree, 

I stood on the firm land I 

The Hermit stepped forth from the boat, 

And scarcely he could stand. 



TJSJBJ A.JSrClB3SrT 

0 shrleve me, shrieve me, holy man 
Hermit crossed l^is brow. 

** Say quick, quoth he, ** I bid thee say— 
What manner of thou 

Forthwith this frame of mine was wrenched 

^W^ith a wroeful agony ai 

Which forced me to hegin my tale ; 

And then it left me free. 

Since then, at an uncertain hour, 

That agony returns ; 

And till my ghastly tale is told. 

This heart within tne bums. 

I pass, like night, from land to land; 

I have strange power of speech j 
Tliat moment that his face I see, 

I hnow the man that must hear me : 

To him my tale I teach. 

What loud uproar bursts from that door ! 
Tho wedding-guests are there ; 

Bnt in the garden-bower the hride 
Aund bride-maids singing are; 

And hark the littio vesper bell. 

Which biddeth me to prayer I 

O Wedding-Q-uest 1 this soul hath beem 
Alone on a wide wide sea : ^ 

Sc lonely ^twaa, that Ood himself 
Seal ce seemed there to he. 
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And to teach 
by his awn 
example, 
love and 
reverence to 
all things that 
God made 
and loveth. 


0 sweeter than the marriage-feast, 

’Tia sweeter far to me. 

To walk together to the kirk 
With a goodly company I — 

To walk together to the kirk, 

And all together pray. 

While each to his great Father bends, 
Old men, and babes, and loving friends, 
And youths and maidens gay ! 

Farewell, farewell ! but this I tell 
To thee, thou Wedding-Guest | 

Pie prayeth well, who loveth well 
Both man and bird and beast. 

He prayeth best, who loveth best 
All things both great and small ; 

For the dear God who loveth us. 

He made and loveth all* 

The Mariner, whose eye is bright. 

Whose beard with age is hoar. 

Is gone; and now the Wedding-Guest 
Turned from the hridegroom^s door. 

He went like one that hath been stunned, 
And is of sense forlorn : 

A sadder and a wiser man. 

He rose the morrow morn. 



Sibylline leaves. 


OCCAeiONBD BY l»OE,ITI(JAt SYIflll 
OB FBELiNoa wMmmmn 
'WITH *nmm. 

If 


s 


“ WHEif I have borne in memory what has tamed 
Oreat nations, how ennobling thoughts depart 
"WTien men change swords for ledgers, and desert 
The student’s bower for gold, some fears unnamed 
I had, my country 1 Am I to be blamed ? 

But, when I thinlc of thee, and what thou art, 
Verily, in the bottom of my heart, 

Of those unfllial fears I am ashamed. 

But dearly must we prize thee ; vve who find 
In thee a bulwark of the cause of men ; 

And I by my affection was beguiled. 

What wonder if a poet, now and then, 

Among the many movements of his mind, 

Pelt for thee as a Lover or a Child." 

Wordsworth. 



ODE TO THE DEPAETING TEAE.» 


’lout 7ou, & h) 

'Ttt’ atl! M’S invig offlo/xam^ac -jr^vOf 
2TfO^«, Tapacrcrwv (p^oifxioig i<pt)iuIotf, 
****** 

To juiXXov Jj?«. Kosi (ri /u' Iv rdeX** 

''Ayav y’ o«T«ifetf 

-(Eschyl. Agam. 1225. 

ABOUarEWT. 

The Ode commences "with an Address to the Divine Pro- 
^idenee, that regulates into one vast harmony all the events 
^ time, hov'erer calamitouftksome of them may appear to 
aa^mrbals. The second Strophe calls on men to suspend their 
private joys and sorrows, and devote them for a wnile to the 
^ttse of human nature in general. The first ISpode speaks 
^ the Empress of Russia, wlio died of an apoplexy on the 
^JTth of November, 1796; having just concluded a subsidiary 
^Bftatv with the Kings combined against Prance. The first 
second Antistrophe describe the Image of the Departing 
&o. as in a vision. The second Epode prophesies, in 
^^^ish of spirit, the downfall of this country. 


PIRIT who sweepest the wild harp of 
Time ! 

It is most hard, with aji untrouhled ear 
Thy dark inwoven harmonies to henr ! 
%% mine eye fixed on Heaven’s unchanging clime, 
had I listened, free from mortal fear, 

Ode was composed on the 24th, 26th, and 26th days 
^mher, 1796 ; and was first published on the last day 

■ ‘'"'■“f’ear. 


with mxmrd BfciHneM, niid Bubmittoil mlnil | 
Wli&ii lo 1 its fot<I« WAving on tlio wlml, 

I saw the train of tho Departing Year I 
Sbtrting from my ailont Bnclncaa 
Then with no unholy nmdnasa, 

Ero yofc tho enterod cloud foroeloactl ray Bight^^ 

I niifled tho im potiiotta floiiff, imd solemn i«od hi b Oigh { . 


II. 

Hithor, tlio to cent tomb, 

From tha priaon'a dirm gloom, 

Prom distomper's midnight nnguiah j 
Anil thence, whore poTorty doth >TTisto and latiguiBh j 
Or whero, his two bright torchojs blending, 

Loyo ilittrainoa mnoliood^B insfo j 
Or whore o’er cradled infants bonding 
Hope lias fixed her wish Ail gaio ; 

Hither, in poi’plijxod dfttioo, 

To Wgoa 1 ye yming-eycd Joys 1 ailvanco J 

By Tiaio’s wild hnrp, and by tho hand 
Whose mdefatlgablo swoop 
Halses its Ihteful stiingi! froin sleep, 

I bid you haste, a mliod tumultuous band f 
From erory privato bowor, 

And onen domostio hearth, 

Hnsto for one solomu hour; 

And with ft loud and yet a loiidor voJoo, 

0"or Nature struggling in porfontous birth, 

Weep and rejoice 1 

StiB ecl^oes the dread ^nmo, that o’or tho earth 
Lot slip the storm, and woke tho browl of IIc]l. 

And now adiaiico in saintly jubilee 
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Justice and Truth ! They too haye heard 
They too obey thy name, Divinest Liberty 

UT. 

I marked Ambition in his war-array ! 

I heard the mailed Monarch’s troublous c 3 f 

« Ah ! wherefore does the Northern Conquore^ 

Groans not her chariot on its onward way r 
Fly, mailed Monarch, fly I 
Stunned by Death’s twice mortal macCj^- 
No more on murder’s lurid face 1 

The insatiate hag shall gloat with tonken 
Manes of the unnumbered slain ! 

Ye that gasped on Warsaw’s plain 1 
Ye that erst at Ismail’s tower, 

When human ruin choked the streams. 

Fell in conquest’s glutted hour, ^ 

’Mid women’s shrieks and infants’ screams - 
Spirits of the uncoffined slain, 

Sudden blasts of triumph swelling, 

Oft, at night, in misty train, 

Bush around her narrow dwelling 1 
The exterminating fiend is fled — 

(Foul her life, and dark her doom) 

Mighty armies of the dead, 

Dance like death-fires round her tomb - 
Then with prophetic song relate, 

Kach some tyrant-murderer’s fate I 


IV. 

Departing Year I ’twas on no earthly shoro 
My soul beheld thy visiou ! Where alone. 
Voiceless and stern, before the 
Aye Memoiy sits: thy robe inscribed with 
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'VVich mHBj tn unimaginable groan 
Tliou atoried’et th^ aad hours 1 SRonco ensueiJj 
Deep silence o*or the ethereal multitude^ 

WhoM lochs with wreath*, whose wnjftthfl with 
glories shono. 

Then^ his eye wild ardonrs glanciiiK, 

From, the choired gods ndranclng, 

Tho Spirit of the Elarth nuide reToronce meo^ 
And stood ap> boautUul, before the cloud j ne&t. 


Throughout the blisalhl throng, 

Hushed were haip and flong‘ 

TUI, wheeiing rotmd the tbrono the l^pada sercb, 
(The raysric Word* of Hearen) 

Fermi*siTe signal make; 

The ferrent Spirit bowed, then spread his wings and 
BMkdl 

** Thou in stormy blackness throning 
Lore and. uncreated Lights 
By the Earth V upsoUcid groaning, 

Seise thy (emrs^ Arm of might I 
By peace, with pio^fiMod UwuJt Beared, 
Alasked hate M ttorn I 

By years of haroo yet Unborn I 
And han^^i be#6m to the frost^wind* barodi 
Bp t chief by AfHoV wrong*, 

Strange, herrihleji end tod J 
Br what deep' gnilt bdongs 
Tb^ deaf Syno^ f i\ill of giAa and He* 1' 

By we4j(h?adt^entate Hugh I \ij b()rture'* howl I 
' .1 . ATOtijB^^'Hse^v '' ' 



smrujNfc loj 

BpwkI Arom \hy Pl«rm-W*tV llrtvH% 0 f);viAk 
ulautl I 

An<l nn llv^ (UrVlmjr fho 

Open tliino p>a of (iiv from clomi I 

0 dAtt i\\M (liuh \ 0 H»# »hd ttoid tktj Uow I 
Tho PmI W elioc Um Put^ro rri^ I 
lUrk 1 liOTT wldo KMuroJ^diui h^r uroaM b«low I 
7{i«0i f^od of NAtfinal 


tf. 

TIh) to(et) hml ct)wlp tho Am] j 
Y ctitU) 1 gMjxyl Nhii rKM niUi dmuj. 

And CYor» wlitn tb(» dmim of night 
Uonoffi Um phAulom io mjr idghi. 

Cold i«wi-dro|i« gtitJwjr on injr tlmlw} 

My ow* Uirob lwl| my oyo-btlU tuui) 
Mr min nlth horrkf mmuteNw[m«i 
wild li I ho U)m|K«t of my lioari; 

And my thloV nm) »r niggling brMi)i 
ImlUbn Uio loll of dmUi t 
No ilrtuwr n|ohy ponfowmli 
Tbo wTdIor tm tho mt-Md tpeotH, 

^Vhon nil forwlono ^h\\ loU ond mmndi, 
Doitli-liko ho doio« unong lieopt of dotd [ 
(llio itrllh in o'or, Uio tky-llghl llodj 
And Uio ulght-wlml oUmonn Iionmo 1 
8col tlio otArtltig irrntoii^i hand 
Un plllonrod on a brotiw’a oorto () 


Not Yot onnlfiTQili not wholly rllo, 
0 Albion I 0 my molhor Ulo 1 
Tfiv mlKoti (klr u Kdon^l bovvoft^ 
QlilUir groon wllb lunpy ihowoni 
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’Jhy STtasy iiplinulfl’ gontlo awoll 
Jjijlio to the bloat of flocks ; 

(Thofio graefly hills, tlioao gUttoriug ilolta 
Proudly rnmpartod with rooks) 

And Ocean ^mid Jus uprosr whl 
Sneaks eafofcy to his J^ud-oliildl 
Ilonce, fot luauy a fearless ago, 

Has social qwlot loved thy flboro; 

N^or over proud Jovfldor'B mgo 
Or saokod rtiy towoi-fl, or sUlncd tKv fiohU witii gore, 


Tin. 

Abandoned of IlGavoii J mad avarice thy guldo. 

At cowardly disfaucOj yofc kindling with ^do — 
'Mid fliy herds and fcl>y com-fiel(S saonro thou hast 
stood, 

And joined tho wild yoUuig of flimino and hlood ] 
The nations ourso theo 1 Tlioy wl tJi eager wondering 
8hsU hoar Destruction, Uko a vultiiro, soroani 1 
StrangO'OyodDofitructlonl whowithminyadrenm 
Of central flros fclirough nothor acas upthundorJng 
Soothes her florce Bolitude; yet as she lies 
By Ihdd foimb, or red volosnio stream, 

4 If pVfer to her lldlcss dragon-evos, 

O Albion I thy nrodostined rulM rlso, 

.Tbo flond-ba|p,on lior peri low couch doth loan, 
Xfljitpring'dlstempero d triumph ia hor oliAnnodflloop* 

TX, 

. Awny; Itijrsoul, awavl 

m jrojn.tha birds of warning sing^ 
jh^'fhinidHc^l brood of proy 
tl\o groaning wind t 
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I unpartaking of the evil thing, 

With daily prayer and daily toil 
Soliciting for food my scanty soil, 

Have wailed my country with a loud Lament, 
Now I recentre my immortal mind 

lu the deep sabbath of meek self-content ; 
Cleansed from the vaporous passions that bedim 
Clod’s Image, sister of the Seraphim. 


FEANCE. 

AN ODE. 


I. 

E Clouds! thatfar above me float and pause, 
Whose pathless march no morM may 
control I [ye" roll, 

Ye Ocean-Waves! that, wheresoe’er 
Yield homage only to eternal laws ! 

Ye Woods ! that listen to the night-birds singing, 
Midway the smooth and perilous slope reclined. 
Save when your own imperious branches swinging 
Hate made a solemn music of the wind ! 

Where, like a man beloved of God, 

Through glooms, which never woodman trod, 

How oft, pursuing fancies holy, 

My moonlight way o’er flowering weeds I wound, 
Inspired, beyond the guess of folly, 

By each rude shape and wild unconquerable sound I 
O ye loud Waves ! and 0 ye Forests high ! 

And 0 ye Clouds that far above me soared ! 
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Tbflii riama Stin I thou blue rjJoWiiar 8hy 1 
fea oTory thing thnt Ifl aw\ will bo frou J 
Bear wlbieas for me, >rhor£woo*or yo be, 

With Tvbati deep worship I h^YO atiil ndurtMi 
Tlia ADlrit of diflowt Llborty* 


'Wl\ew Franco in wrath lior gfiant^Hinba 
And with that oath, which sinotonlrj onrlh 
Stamped hoi* fltrong foot atidanld sho woultl uo free^ 
Boar wftneoH ibr mo, how I hoped and fourtH® * 
With whit a joy gTfttiilatlon 

Unawed I aang, amid a alariah band t 
And when to wholm tho dlionclieiitod iKIlion# 

Like flonda embattled by n wl*ard*8 waihI# 

The ifonaroha lunrohod In Qfil d^/ 

And BriCnfn joined dio tllro array ; 

Though dear her ahoraa imd olrollrtg oconfi» 
Though many fHendahlpa, many yon Mi fill lovarti 
Hud awoln tbo patriot o motion 
And flung a magic llglit o^or all iior hllb ft nil gTOrcij 
Tet I till my voice, unaltorwl, sang dotbAt 
To all that brarod the tyrant-quolUng lancOr 
And shame too longdoUycd and vnln rolrcsnt \ 
Porna*er, 0 Liberty I with partial aim 
I dimmed thy light or dairtpod thy holy HnirhO / 

But bleaeed tfio pceans of ilolironxl 
And hung jny head and wopt at Britain 'i iinmOi 


Ttt. 

♦'And what," I said, ♦♦thongh Blnaplioiny** lod 
Bdreotn 

.^Vl^'tbafc flWoot mxisio of dollvoronoo strovo F 
the Boroo m\ drunken pouloiilp 
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A dance more wild than e’er was maniac’s drefm:'^ ^ ^ 
X© storms, that round the dawning east assoJ^ 
bled, 

The Sun was rising, though ye hid his light ^ 
And when, to soothe my soul, that hope<l 

trembled, ^ 

The dissonance ceased, and all seemed cato. 
bright; 

When France her front deep-scarred and gory^ 5 
Concealed with clustering wreaths of glory ; 

When, insupportably advancing. 

Her arm made mockery of the warrior’s tramp 5 
While timid looks of hary glancing, 

Domestic treason, crushed beneath her fatal sta;i3ap>^ 
Writhed like a wounded dragon in his gore ; 

Then I reproached my fears that wodid not 6.^^ * 

** And soon,” I said, shall Wisdom teach her 
In the low huts of them that toil and gi’oan I 
And, conquering by her happiness alone, 

^ Shall France compel the nations to be free. 

Till Love and Joy look round, and call the Earth 
own.” 


IV. 

Forgive me. Freedom I 0 forgive those dreams I 
I hear thy voice, I hear thy loud lament, 

From bleak Helvetia’s icy caverns sent — 

I hoar thy groans upon her blood-stained stream « * 
Heroes, that for your peaceful country peri shod* 
And ye that, fleeing, spot your mountain-snows 

With bleeding wounds; forgive me, that I cherisluCfew 
One thought that ever blessed your cruel foes I 
To scatter rage and traitorous guilt. 

Where Peace her jealous home had built; 
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A patriot-mco to disinliorlfc 
Of all diab made thoir atomy wilda so donrj 
And with inoipiablo aplrit 
To taint dio blootUeaB frcwlom of fclio monntflinoo^, 
0 Franco, that mookcat Hoavoii, adulteroUB, blind, 
An d patriot only in pornlolouB toila, 

Aro thoBO thy bonata, OJmmpion of liuinnii kind? 
To mix Tvifch KingB in tho low lust of sway, 

Toll In tlie hunt, and almro tlio miinlorouB proyj 
To influU tlie shrluo of Liberty wltli siwila 
From froemon tom \ to tempt and to betray? 


V, 

Tlie IJonBiial and tlio Lark rebel in vnln, 
SlaTea by thoir own compulsion 1 Jii mad gnmo 
They burst tliolr manaoloa and wear tlio nnmo 
Of Freedom, graven on a licavior olmin I 
0 Liberty I with prolltloss ondoavonr 
Have I purHiied fclioo, many a weary hour j 
But thou rtor aweirsb tho riotor’s fltmiii, nor oror 
Didst breatlio thy soul in forma of lunnnu power, 
Alike from all, liowe^or thoy praise tlioo, 

(ITor prayer, uor bongtlbl namo delays tlico) 
Alike num PriostoralVs liarpy niinions; 

And ihobious Blasphemy’s obsconor abivos, 

Thou epeodoBt on Uiy subtlo pinions^ 

Tlie guide of bomoloas winds, aud playmate of tlio 
, wayosi 

And there I felt tlieo 1 — on that Bcn*'Cll(l’'B vorgo, 
YThose plnesj scarce travoUoil by the breoao nbovo^ 
Had m(ido ono murmur with tho distant Burgo 1 
Yes, whUe I stood and gaajed, mv tompion Imro, 
And shot my^bolng through earth, soa and nlr, 
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Possessing all things with intensest love, 
0 Liberty ! my spirit felt thee there 
February, 1798. 


FEAES m SOLITUDE. 

WRITTEN IN APRIL 1798, DURING THE ALARM OF AN 
INVASION. 

GEEEN* and silent spot, amid the hills, 
A small and silent dell ! 0*er stiller place 
IN'© singing sky-larh ever poised himself. 
The hills are heathy, save that swelling 

slope, 

Which hath a gay and gorgeous covering on, 

All golden with the never-hloomless furze. 

Which now blooms most profusely; hut the dell. 
Bathed by the mist, is fresh and delicate 
As vernal corn-field, or the unripe fla:sc, 

When, through its half-transparent stiks, at eve, 
The level sunshine glimmers with green light. 

Oh ! ^tis a quiet spirit-healing nook ! 

Which all, metliinks, would love; hut chiefly he. 
The humble man, who, in his youthful years, 

Knew just so much of folly, as had made 
His e^y manhood more securely wise ! 

Hero he might lie on fern or withered heath. 

While from the singing-lark (that sings unseen 
The minstrelsy that solitude loves best,) 

And from the sun, and from the breezy air, 

Sweet influences trembled o'er his frame ; 

And he, with many feelings, many thoughts. 

Made up a meditative joy, and found 
Religious meanings in the forms of nature ! 
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And SO, hla hoiihob gmduall/ wrapt 

In % Imlf sloop, ho droamfl of bottor worlrtw, 

And draaminff hcara tlieo atill, 0 flinglnff-lark, 
That slngoafc Hko an nngol in tlio cloiidal 

My God! it la n molfinolioly thing 
For Buoh a man, who would ihll fain proaorro 
Hifl Bonl in cnlmnofla, yofc porforco must fool 
For ad Ilia hnmnn brotliron— 0 my God I 
It le indood a molanoholy tiling, 

And weigha upon tlio heart, that ho must think 
What Dproar and whnt atrlfo may now bo stirring 
This way or that way o'or tlioso siiont liills^ 
Invaaion, and tlio thunder and the shout, 

And all tho omeh of oneofc ; fenr and mgo, 

And undetonninod oonflictr— oven now, 

Bron now, porohanco, and In Ilia natlvo ialo ; 
Carnago and groans bonoatli tliia blossod sim 1 
T7o hare oflbndcMl, oh 1 niy conn try mon I 
Wo have oflbndod very grievously. 

And boon moat tymnnoua. From onst to west 
A groan of accuention plerooa Iloavon ! 

Tho ^vretchcd plead against us; multi tiulca 
Oountlosa and voh^iont, tho sons of God, 

Our brethrou! Like a oloiul tlmt trarels on, 
Steamod up from Cairo's swamps of ^wtllenco, 
Bfon so, my oonntrymsn 1 have wo gono fortli 
And homo to distant tribes slavery and pang«, 
doadlior far, our ricos, whoso doop taijit 
With slow ponllHoii munlors tho wholo man, 

Hla body and bis soul I Monnwhilo, at homo, 

All individual dignity and power 
Bogulfod In oourta, committoos, InstltiiHoDs, 
Assooiations and sooiotioa, 
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A ynlii, upocoli-mouthlnil, i^jHMXsli-h'porlinpf giillil* 
O;]0 Banoflt-Oluli for muuml (Ultoiy, 

^^0 hnvo dnink U(h d(»m«ro lu nt; a nmcr, 

FoKulIonfi from tlio hrimiidniif cupofnonUlu 
ContompiuonB of nil honoiirAlilo ndc^ 

Yot bnrtorlng frowlom nud tlio i«or mnn'i llfo 
For gold, M nt a mnrkot t TIk‘ awoct wimli 
OrCliriatInn nromiac, wonla timt oven jet 
Ml^^ht (Icalnirlton, t]n»y wlaely proarlidili 
Aro mvittore<l o*er niou, vrliow toui^ 

How Hat nnd uonrlmmio llioy fool ihelr Iradu ; 

Jlnnk Bcnffers aome, but umii t<H> Irididont 
To deem thmn falRelwiuih or to know tli<u*r tnUlu 
Oh( blnnnhomoiin I tho iamk oftifo li nmdo 
A mipcrallliouH liiatnmuint, nn wldrh 
Wo ffnbldo o'er the oatlia ^vo mean to break ; 

For all must awenr— all and In ovoi^ placo> 

Collego nnd wliarfj cmmeil and Juatlm- (jour t; 

All, all muit nMonfi tho briber nnd tbo bribedi 
liorobnat and lawyer, rnmnlor and j^rient, 

Tho ric!i, Urn poor, Ibo old man and tlio youujr) 

Alb nil tntko up one aclmmc of |>arjurv, 

That ftitli doth reel \ f ho vi'ry immo of Qo^l 
Sonndfl liko a JuffRh’r'n oliartn | nitd, bold wllii Joy, 
Forth from Ida dnrk and ioiudy IddinR^pfacOj 
(Port ontoui sight !) tbeowlntii Athoiatni 
Sailing on obteoim wlnga alliwart tbo noon. 

Drops Ida Iduo-lViugetl llda, and Imldn tbom oloaoj 
And hooting at tho glorious Bun h\ IToavon, 

Orion out, ♦* Wlmro is It?^^ 


Thankless too flir l 1 ea^i*^ 
(Poaoo long prosorvod Ijv fleofs and |»oritniis seaa) 
Soouro IVom noUial vramro, nro lovwl 
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Ta swell the war-whoop, passionate for war I 
Alas ! for ages ignorant of all 
Its ghastlier workings, (famine or blue plague, 
Battle, or siege, or flight through wintry snows,) 
We, this whole people, have been clamorous 
For war and bloodshed ; animating sports, 

The which we pay for as a thing to talk of, 
Spectators and not combatants ! N’o guess 
Anticipative of a wrong unfelt. 

No speculation or contingency, 

However dim and vague, too vague and dim 
To yield a justifying cause; and forth, 

(Stuffed out with big preamble, holy names, 

And adjurations of the God in Heaven,) 

We send our mandates for the certain death 
Of thousands and ten thousands ! Boys and girls. 
And women, that would groan to see a child, 

Pull off an insect’s leg, all read of war, 

The best amusement for our morning meal I 
The poor wretch, who has learnt hie only prayers 
From curses, who knows scarcely words enough 
To ask a blessing from his Heavenly Father, 
Becomes a fluent pbraseman, absolute 
And technical in victories and deceit, 

And all our dainty terms for fratricide ; 

Terms which we trundle smoothly o’er our tongues 
Like mere abstractions, empty sounds to which 
We join no feeling and attach no form I 
As if the soldier died without a wound ; 

As if the fibres of this godlike frame 
Were gored without a pang; as if the wretch, 
Who fell in battle, doing bloody deeds. 

Passed off to Heaven, translated and not killed ; — 
As though he had no wife to pine for liim. 
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No Ood to Iklm I Tlioroforoi ovlt dnys 
Arc coining on iw* 0 my counlt 7 mon ! 

And vfimfc if nll-nvongliig Provlilonoo, 

Strong nud retribnliYo, nliouM mnkn mm know 
'I'ho mooning of onr wonU, force \iii lo fool 
Tlio doflolntlon nml tho ngony 
Of our ilorco doing*? 


Spnro ij« yot iwrliiloj 
*nd n<i(l 1 Oh I r^mro \w yot nwhilo 1 
Oh I let nob lilriKlish wnmem drug thoir (light 
FnlntiuK bonontli Uiu hnrthou of their bnbufi 
Of tho Bwoot Infanfjt. llint hut yoMlortlny 
Laughc<l nt tho hrout I Sonut hrotliorH^ Imnlntnils, aU 
Wlu) over gnixnl vtlth fondnofts on tho fonni 
Which grow up with you roniul Uio Mino Qro-siilo, 
And nil wlio over honrd tho ulliAth-Uolk 
Without tho luflikrH Hcom, mnko youmolvoi jiuro I 
Bland forth 1 Ik) moii I mpol an Imuloiii foo^ 

Iniplouo mid fulnoi a light yot aniol mcOj 
Who laugh nway nil vIrUio, mingling mirth 
With dcKHli of miirtlcrt mul ntill promlahig 
Frooilom, thoniBclvoa touionRUAl to ho (VeOj 
foUon llfo'a AiultleBj nud ohoat llio honrt 
Of filth and qniot ho|>o, nnd nil llmt loothi^i 
And nil tliit lidn tho spirit I Bland wo forth; 
lUimlur them hnok n)Mm llio Innultod oooniii 
And lot llkom toM nn hUv on lU wavoo 
A s tho vllo flou-uooil, wliloli aomo mouiitAlu-hlnst 
SflfO|jt iVoiii onr ahoroa 1 Ami oh I mny wo roluru 
Not with n drtiiikou trluniph, but with fonri 
llo|»c]itlug of iho wrongs with which wo alung 
So fiorw n foo to frenxy I 

I 
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O Britons ! 0 my brotliTonl I imvo told 
Most bitter truths but 'iritlioub bittomcM, 

Nor iloom my zoal or factioua or mta-timedi 
For nover enn true coumgo divoU with tbom, 

Who, playinff trioko with couscionce, daro uot look 
At thoir own vices. Wo liave Loon too long 
Dupes of a dcop dolusion [ Some, boliko, 

Groaning witli rostlosa onmityj capoot 
All ohango from olmngo of coustltutcd power; 

As if Ji Govaminont had Loon n robo, 

On whioli our vloo and wrotohodnoas -vroro tagged 
Liko fiuioy-pointa and fVingos, wltli tlio robo 
Polled off at jjleasuro, PomUj^ those attaoli 
A radical causation to a fow 
Poor driidgOB ofohaatlfling Providoucc, 

AVho borrow rJl dboir litea and qualities 
Prom our own folly and rajik wiokoihicaa, 

Whiah gave tbora birth and nutsod tbonu 
mcnmrhilo, 

Dote with a umd idolatry; nnd all 
Who will uot fall boforo thoir images, 

And yiold them worabip, ^oy ore oneniica 
Eron of thoir country ! 

Suoli havo I been dooiuod— 
But, 0 dear BiiUin ( 0 my Mother Talo! 

K(m^b must tliou provo n imuio moat dent and liolj 
To mo, a »on, a brother, and a fdond, 

A husband, and a fatborl wlio ro\oro 
All bonds of iiatund lovo, and And thorn all 
Within the liraltB of thy rocky shores. 

0 na.tlvo Britain I O my ifoUior fslo j 

How shonldetthou provo aught ol«o but dear and liply 
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To me, wlio from thy lakes and moimtain-liills, 
Thy clouds, thy quiet dales, thy rocks and seas, 
Have drunk in all my intellectual life. 

All sweet sensations, all ennobling thoughts, 

All adoration of the God in nature, 

All lovely and all honourable things. 

Whatever makes this mortal spirit feel 
The joy and greatness of its future being? 
There lives nor form nor feeling in my soul 
Unhorrowed from my country. O divine 
Ajid beauteous island ! thou hast been my solo 
And most magnificent temple, in the which 
I walk with awe, and sing my stately songs. 
Loving the God that made me ! 


May my fears, 

Aly filial fears, he vain ! and may the vaunts 
And menace of the vengeful enemy 
Ptiss like the gust, that roared and died away 
In the distant tree : which heard, and only heard 
In this low dell, bowed not the delicate grass. 

But now the gentle dew-fall sends abroad 
The fruit-like perfume of the golden furze : 

The light has left the summit of the hill. 

Though still a sunny gleam lies beautiful 
Aslant the ivied beacon. Now farewell, 
Parewell, awhile, 0 soft, and silent spot ! 

On the green shoep-track, up the heathy hill. 
Homeward I wind my way ; and, lo I recalled 
From bo dings that have well-nigh wearied me> 

I find myself upon the brow, and pause 
Startled ! And after lonely sojourning 
In such a quiet and surrounded nook. 
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This bursb of proapoofc, lioro tho shatWy mflin. 

Dim tintod, therojlie mighty miUcsty 
Of thsfc huge amphlthofltro of rich 
Aiid olmy Holds, seems like soolotj — 

ConTorging with tlio mind, end giving it 
A llvolier impulse luid n (lanoo of thought I 
And now, bolovwl Stowoy I I hohold 
Thy ohiiroh- tower, and, mo thinks, tho four huge olnis 
OluatoHng, which mark tlio mansion of my fdond; 
And oloao behind them, hidden from my viow, 

Is my own lowly cottage, whore my baho 

And my baho^s mother dwoH in ponce i Witli light 

And qolokonetl footsteps thitherward I tend, 

Eeraemherlug thoo, 0 green and silent dell i 

And gmtoful, that by nature's quietness 

And BoUtary musings, all my heart 

Is Boftonod, and made wortliy to indulgo 

Lore, ond the thoughts that yearn for human kind. 

Nethor Slowof, 

April Stab, 1796. 


RECANTATION. 

ILLUSTRATED IN TIIS STORY OP THB HAD OX. 


Ox, long fwl with musty hay, 
f And worked with yoko and olmin, 
WoB turned out on an April day. 
When fidds aro in thoir best army, 
And growing grasses eparklo gay 
At onco with aim and rain, 



SIUYtUNK 


II. 

Tho wnB fino. llio nun wm ■ 

AVitlimuhlmnywor tj 

Tho Ox wnn gln<li « well lu> 

TlmuRlit ft grocu momlow no Unil 
Md Wnhotl, lo 
Much llho ft boflit of mdrU. 
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<»Stop,iiol«hhonnI Mop! why lluwoftUrmKy 
Tho Ox la only glnd— " 

But ntill ihoy poor from ^>1* itktnM 
Hftiloo I Iho pnrlMi i» np in o^nn, 

(A hoaxing-lumt luw fthfliyi chnrmn) 

JIftUoo) tlio Ox !h nwil. 


IV, 

Tho Wghlod UcMt 

Plungo I througli tlin luKlgo ho drovo- 
Tho mob piirauo with lildoout rout, 

A bull-<lo{f ftmtoui on liU anout j 
ITo fforoa ihu doffi his toiiguo Imngi onl j 
ifo’i madl hQ*Bmiul, by Jorol 


«BLop> nolghbonm, lUp!” Moud did Cftli 
ABftgooraolwrhuo* 

But Ml, at onco, on him Ihoy Wl, 

And vomon wpioftk nnd chi dron sao^‘h 
^HTHAtl would you hnvo him lowi m but 
A nd dammol who nro you?‘^ 


vu 

Oh I hnploaa mro, his oats they nhm, 
And curw him o*or and 0 or— 
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Ton Lloofly-miiidoil Jogl” orica one, 
•'To flHt 3'our wiiidpipo woro good 
^Od bloB t 3'ou for au impw\i 8 * aon 
Of a presbytoriftn \v — ro. 


vir, 

'' Toil'd linvolilm goro tlio pariah -prioat, 
And run ngainat tlio nltar — 

Yon flond I" The sago Jiis warnings conuod 
And north and aouth, «nd west and onst, " 
IDilIooJ thoy follow tlio poor honst, * 
Kot, Dick, Tom, Dob, and Wnltor. 


vin, 

Old liowja, ('tiros his ovil dny) 

Stood troinblliig In hia shoea; 

Tho Ox WAS hia— what cmdd ho say ? 
HIb leg* woro atinbiicMl with diemny, 
TJho Ox ran o'or him hnld tho fray, 
And gavo him IiIh death's hniiso. 


1X4 

Tho frighted hcaat ran oii-^bufc horo, 

(No tolo, though In print, moro trao is) 
lly miiBo fitoiJfl short in mid onroor— 
Nuy, goiitio reader J do not siioorl 
I ennnot ohooso bub drop a tenr, 

A toar for good old Lewis I 

• Oao^r tbaiui 
hndabfraC; tblsUmi 
the pemow in the 
eornen. 


uno the rooitunodioated 
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Tlio iVlglit<Hl IJLWt rnn tlirough flio towiit 
Ail folio lioy niul ilml, 

BiilUiiogt |»irBOiu Min|inmnp clovrii 9 
Tho pi)li(»iiH nwliod from Iho Crown, 

** ITmloo ! Immstriiig lilm I out him down 1*' 
Thoy droYo llio poor Ox nmd. 


xr. 

Should yon a mt lo nindiu‘«ii tooTO, 

'Why even n mt may plnguo yim; 

Thoro^s no phitueophor hut aor« 

That rngo and fonr nro ono dlHPimo— 

Though that may iuim and tliia may fmoroi 
Thoy'ro Irolii aliko Ihn agno* 

XII. 

And &o thin Ox, in fVanUo mood, 

Faced ronud liko any hnll^ 

The mob Lurnod tail, and hn purauofl, 

Thll thoy wltli heat and tVighfc wore itowoil, 

And not a chick of nil Uda hrdCHl 
But had hia boHy (\dl. 

xitr. 

Old Nlok*a aalrido tiio bcaat, 'ill oloar — 

Old Nlcitolaa, lo a Uttio ! 

But nil agree, he'd dlmippi^r, 

Would but llio ]uvmon voutura near. 

And tlirouuii ids U'dUi,* rlglit o^or tiio alwjr, 
Squirt out aomo faailng-apltUo. 

* A^o^lla|r lo llifl lupartUUon of Uio Wf«l<0«unlr]cA, If 
jroo w»V trio PoOl, yoM may olllier cnl Idiii In li»\f wllli « 
Mraw, or a>r«o hlui u diMiqtoir Uy ijiULlaij ovvr liU lioriii 
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XIV. 

Achilles was a warrior fleet. 

The Trojans he could viOTty -* — * 

Our parson too was swift of 
But showed it chiefly in retr^^"^ * 

The victor Ox scoured down 
The mob fled hurry-scurry- 


Through gardens, lanes, and 
Through his hedge, and throtaHT” 

He plunged and tossed and louot 

Till in his madness he grew 
To see this helter-skelter crowcl^- 
That had more wrath than 


XVI. 

Alas ! to mend the breaches 
He made for these poor ninni^t^if 
They all must work, whatever 
Both days and months, and ‘pa.jT 
(Sad news for avarice and for pxicdi#) 
A fiught of golden guineas I 


XVII. 

But here once more to view dlidl 
^e man that kept his senses jf 
Ad^nowhe cried— Stop, neigrfettKmm# I 
The*^ is. mad ! I would not svrojpv 
‘^^J'l^J^^fChpol-boy^s farthin^-»'i^|>» 
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TilX 


Avai. 

" The Os is mad ! Ho ! Dick, Bob, Mat 
What means this coward fuss ? 

Ho ! stretch tins rope across the plat — 
trip him up — or if not that, 

Why, damme ! we must lay him flat — 

See, here’s my blunderbuss. 

XIX. 

** A lying dog ! just now he said 
The Ox was only glad — 

Het’e break his presbyterian head 

^Hush !” quoth the sage, you\e been > 

Xs'o quarrels now — let’s all make head — 

You drove the poor Ox mad.” 


As thus I sat, in careless chat, 

"With the morning’s wet newspaper. 
In eager haste, without his hat. 

As hlind and blundering as a hah 
In came that fierce aristocrat. 

Our pursy woollen-draper. 


And so my Muse perforce drew hit; 

And in he rushed and panted— 

W ell, have you heard ?” No, not a whit. 

What, Aa’nt you heard ?” Come, out with it 5— — ' 
** phat Tibritby votes for Mister Pitt, 

Aqd Shbridax’s recanted /” 
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PAELIAMENTAEY OSCILLATORS. 

ST awake ? Why, what is this, 
whence, 

ye right loyal men, all undefiled ? 
i, ^tisnot possible that common senit 
Has hitched her pullies to each heavy eye-lid? 

Yet wherefore else that start, which discomposes 
The drowsy waters lingering in your eye ? 

And are you really able to descry 

That precipice three yards beyond your noses ? 

Yet flatter you I cannot, that your wit 

Is much improved by this long loyal dosing; 

And I admire, no more than Mr. Pitt, 

Your jumps and starts of patriotic prosing — 

Kow cluttering to the treasury cluck, like chicken, 
I^ow with small beaks the ravenous hill opposing | 

l^’ith serpent-tongue now stinging, and now licking 
l^OW semi-sibilmit, now smoothly glozing — 

Kovr having faith implicit that he can^t err, 

Hoping his hopes, alarmed with his alarms i 

And now believing him a sly enchanter. 

Yet still afraid to break his brittle charms. 

Lest some mad Devil suddenly unhawermg, 
Slap-dash I the imp should fly off jj^ith the 
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X AS 


Oil revolutionary broom-stick scampering.- — ■ 

0 ye soft-lieaded and soft-hearted people? 

If you can stay so long from slumber free. 

My muse shall make an effort to salute ’e : 

For lo ! a very dainty simile ^ . tiHfc 

Flashed sudden through my brain, and J 

suit ’e ! 

Ir ' ^ 

Tou know that water-fowl that cries, quack I grio-c 
Full often have I seen a waggish crew 
Fasten tlie bird of wisdom on its hack, 

The ivy-haunting bird, that cries, tu-whoo I 

Both plunged together in the deep mill-st^oam,» *yi— 
(Mill-stream, or farm-yard pond, or naounta.* 
lake,) 

Shrill, as a Church and Constitution scream, 4.1,-® 
Tu-whoo ! quoth Broad-face, and down dives 
drake ! 

The green-necked drake once more pops up to 
Stares round, cries quack! and makes an 
pother ; ^ 

Then shriller screams the bird with eye-lids klu0,r 
The hroad-faced bird ! and deeper dives the otiici 
Ye quacking statesmen I ’tis even so with you • 

One peasccod is not liker to another. 

Fven so on loyalty’s decoy-pond, each^ 

Pops up his he^, as fired with British blood. 

Hears once again the ministerial screech, „ ^ 

And once more seeks the bottom’s blackest tn’a** * 


1704 
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meb, Famine, and slaughtbe, 

TOh ak apologetic pkbpac?e. 


Me lubrica dtixerit astas, 

Te tamerf devius egerit ardor : 

Eu adsum^'‘“venfa^"‘‘I’?'^’’™ «’“<-?-Tere telij 
• veaiam, confessus cnmma, poAoo.” 
rp, . Claud, ^yist ad Had , 

heart j^^and speech, but not from his 

«o«gue1''Srs^^^aat Wh not offended with his 

■ T the house of a grentleman, who by the 
pnuciples and corresponding virtues of a 
sincere Christian consecrates a cultivated 
the favourable accidents of 
Sta t’ conne^io„«. it wat my 

^a irSrt7r‘’.“ " <lmner-party, with more 
ii.it * c^ieority m science or polite literature, than 

& the^^u^se same table. 

®n ^ one of the party 1x3- 

“whToh hofr present,^! Lme 

M appeared^in and which 


War^do^-A ^ \?^Wer under the name of a 
were intr^ J^^A Famine, and Slaughter, 

so addreSsed/repheVtL?r^^'^’ ^ 

^ surprised 

^ we ot m ,gkom have noticed or heard of di© 
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poetn, as it Kad been, at the time, a good deal tallvO^i 
of in Scotland. It may be easily supposed, that my 
feelings were at tbis moment not of the most com- 
fortable hind. Of all present, one only knew, or 
suspected mo to be the author; a man who 
bav© estnhHsbed himself in the first rank of 
living poets, if the Genius of our country ^ 

decreed that he should rather he the first in the v 
rank of its philosophers and scientific benefacto • 

It appeared the general wish to hear the lines. 
my friend chose to remain silent, I chose ^ ^ 

bis example, and Mr. recited the * 

This he could do with the better grace, being . 
to have ever been not only a firm and active An 
Jacobin and Anti~Gallican, but likewise a zea o 
admirer of Mr. Pitt, both as a good man and a 
statesman. As a poet exclusively, he had be 
amtiaed with the Eclogue; as a poet, he r^ite » 
and in a spirit, which made it evident, that he wo 
have roiul and repeated it with the same^ pleasur , 
ba«l his own name been attached to the imagmary 

obicct or agent. a 

After the recitation, our amiable host <^hserve , 

that in his opinion Mr, had over-rated 

meritB of the poetry; but had they t 

greater, they could not hate compensated tor tna 
Sernity of heart, yhich could 
•entimontt so atrocious. I perceired that my 
triouus fri«nd hocame greatly distressed on ^ 

Sunt ; hut fortunately I was able to P“® *’*; 
tude and presence of mind enough to P ^^y 

wWeot without exciting even a suspicion how nearly 
and painfully it interested nie. „ T then 

W^t Mows, is substantially the same as I th& 
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replied, but dilated and in language less 
It was not my intention, I said, to justify the pub- 
lication, whatever its author’s feelings uiight nave 
been at the time of composing it. That they are 
calculated to call forth so severe a reprobation irom 
a good man, is not the worst feature of such poems. 
Their moral deformity is aggravated in 
to the pleasure which they are capable ox anordmg 
to vindictive, turbulent, and unprincipled, readers. 
Could it be supposed, though for a moment, that the 
author seriously wished what he had thus wildly 
imagined, even the attempt to palliate an inhu- 
manity so monstrous would be an insult the 
hearers. But it seemed to me worthy of considera- 
tion, whether the mood of mind, and the generw 
state of sensations, in which a poet produces such 
vivid and fantastic images, is likely to 
is even compatible with, that gloomy and deliberate 
ferocity which a serious wish to realize them would 
pre-suppose. It had been often observed, and^ all 
my experience tended to confirm the observatiou, 
that prospects of pain and evil to others, and in 
general, aU deep feelings of revenge, are commonly 
expressed in a few words, ironically tame, and mild. 
The mind under so direful and fiend-like an in- 
fluence, seems to take a morbid pleasure in con- 
trasting the intensity of its wishes and feelings, with 
the shghtnesa or levity of the expressions by which 
they are hinted; and indeed feelings sojntense and 
solitary, if they were not precluded (as in almc^t ah 
cases they would be) by a constitutional ©fCtivily of 
tocy and' association, and by the specific joyousness 
conabined with it, would assuredly themselves pr^ 
dude snch activity,, Passion, in ita own quality, is 
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the antagonist of action ; though in an ordinary and 
natural degree the former alternates with the latter, 
and thereby revives and strengthens it. But the 
more intense and insane the passion is, the fevrer 
and the more fixed are the correspondent forms and 
notions. A rooted hatred, an inveterate thirst of 
revenge, is a sort of madness, and still eddies round 
its favourite ‘object, and exercises as it were a per- 
petual tautology of mind in thoughts and words, 
which admit of no adequate substitutes. Like a fish 
in a globe of glass, it moves restlessly round and 
round the scanty circumference, which it cannot 
leave without losing its vital element. 

There is a second character of such imaginary re- 
presentations as spring from a real and earnest desire 
of evil to another, which we often see in real life, 
and might even anticipate from the nature of the 
mind. The images, I mean, that a vindictive man 
places before his imagination, will most often bo 
taken from the realities of life : they will be images 
of pain and suffering which he has himself seen in- 
flicted on other men, and which he can fancy him- 
self as inflicting on the object of his hatred. I will 
suppose that we had heard at different times two 
common sailors, each speaking of some one who had 
wronged or offended him; that the first with ap- 
parent violence had devoted every part of his adver- 
sary’s body and soul to all the horrid phantoms and 
fantastic places that ever Quevedo dreamt of, and 
this in a rapid flow of those outrageous and wildly 
combined execrations, which too often with our 
lower classes serve for escape-valves to carry off the 
excess of their passions, as so much superfluous steam 
that would endanger the vessel if it wore retained. 
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The other, on the contrary, with that sort of calm* 
ness of tone which is to the ear what the jpaleness of 
anger is to the eye, shall simply say, ** If I chance 
to be made boatswain, as I hope I soon shall, anij 
can but once ^et that fellow under my hand (and I 
shall be upon the watch for him), TH tickle hh 
pretty skin i 1 won’t hurt him t oh no I Til only 

cut the ^ to the liver I dare appeal to 

all present, which of the two they would regard as 
the least deceptive symptom of deliberate maJignityf 
nay, whether it would surprise them to see the first 
fellow, an hour or two afterwards, cordially shaking 
hands with the very man, the fractional parts of 
whose body and soul he had been so charitably dis-^ 
posing of; or even perhaps risking his life for him. 
What knguage Shakespeare considered charscfceristio 
of malignant disposition, we see in the speech of tl>e 
good-natured Gratiano, who spoke ‘'an infinite deal 
of nothing more than any man in all Venice;” 

‘‘ Too wild, too rude and bold of voice/* 

the skipping spirit, whose thoughts and words reci- 
procally ran away with each other; 


A damn'd, inexorable dog 1 

And for thy life let justice be accused 1^ 

g^the wild fancies that follow, contrasted with 
ShyioQk s tranquil stand here for Law.” 

analogous to the present 
^%eet, should we hold it either lair or chari^hlo to 
It to have been Dante's serious wish, that aU 
mentioned by him, (many recently de- 

fantastic and horrible punish" 
wwats^fterw&eli he has sentenced them in Iris Hell 
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and. Purgatory ? ' Or what shall we say of the pas- 
sages in which Bishop Jeremy Taylor anticipates the 
stiatie of those who, vicious themselves, have been the 
cause of vice and misery to their fellow-creatures? 
Oonl<J we endure for a moment to think that a spirit, 
like Bishop Taylor’s, burning with Christian love; 
til at; a man constitutionally overflowing with pleasur- 
able kindliness ; who scarcely even in a casual illus- 
tration introduces the image of woman, child, or 
hirdl^ but he embalms the thought with so rich a 
toudLemess, as makes the very words seem beauties 
andL fragments of poetry from a Euripides or Simo- 
nidLes ; — can we endure to think, that a man so natured 
axid. so disciplined, did at the time of composing 
tliis horrible picture, attach a sober feeling of reality 
to tbe phrases ? or that he would have described, in 
tbe same tone of justification, in the same luxuriant 
flow of phrases, the tortures about to be inflicted on 
living individual by a verdict of the Star-Chamber ? 
or ’t'h.Q still more atrocious sentences executed on the 
Scotich anti-prelatists and schismatics, at the com- 
naand, and in some instances under the very eye of 
hh.e Puke of Lauderdale, and of that wretched bigot 
wbo afterwards dishonoured and forfeited the throne 
of Oreat Britain? Or do we not rather feel and 
undLerstand, that these violent words were mere 
bubbles, flashes and electrical apparitions, from the 
nxagic cauldron of a fervid and ebullient fancy, con- 
stantly fuelled by an unexampled opulence of laur 
gxiage? 

^Were I now to have read by myself for the first 
timo the poem in question, my conclusion, I fully 
bcflieve, would be, that the writer must have been 
some man of warm feelings and active fancy ; that 

K 
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he had painted ^to himself the circumstances tliat 
accompany mr in so many vivid and yet fantastic 
fbrins, as proved that neither the images nor tlie 
feelings wore the result of observation, or in anjr 
way derived from realities. I should judge, that 
they were the product of his own seething imagina- 
tion, and therefore impregnated with that pleasur- 
able exultation which is experienced in all energetic 
exertioii of intellectual power; that in the same 
mood he had generalized the causes of the war, and 
then personified the abstract, and christened it by 
the name which he had been accustomed to heat* 
most often associated with its management and 
measures. I should guess that the minister was in 
the author’s mind at the moment of composition, as 
completely avA&hct ayetijuia-Afno^y as Anacreon’s grass- 
hopper, and that he had as little notion of a real 
person of flesh and blood, 

** Distinguishable in member) joint, or limb)” 

as Milton bad in the grim and terrible phantoms 
(half person, half allegory) which he has placed at 
the gates of Hell. I concluded by observing, that 
the poem was not- calculated to excite passion in any 
mind, or to make any impression except on poetic 
readers; and that from the culpable levity, betrayed 
at the close of the Eclogue by the grotesque union 
of epigrammatic wit with allegoric personification, 
invfhe allusion to the most fearful of tbonglits, I, 
should conjecture that the '^rantiu Bardie,’^ instead 
of really believing, much less wishing, the fate spoken 
' of m last line, in application to any human in- 

shrink from passing the verdict even 
on the pevil hiin^elf, and exclaim with poor Bums, 
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“ Bttt ffexe ye weel, ftuld Mckie-teii! 

Oh ! "wad ye tak a thought an’ men ! 

Ye aihlins might — I dinnaken — 

Still hae a stake— 

I’m wae to think njrnn yon den, 

^ jSv’n for yonr sake 1 ” 

I need not say that these thoughts^ 'which are 
liere dilated, were in such a company only rapidly 
suggested. Our kind host smiled, and with a cour- 
teous compliment observed, that the defence was too 
^ood for the cause. My voice faltered a little, for I 
■was somewhat agitated ; though not so much on my 
own account as for the uneasiness that so kind and 
friendly a man would feel from the thought that he 
luad been the occasion of distressing me. At length 
I brought out these words : I must now confess, 
Sir ! that I am the author of that poem. It was 
Tvritten some years ago. I do not attempt to justify 
my past self, young as I then was ; but as little as 
I would now write a similar poem, so far was I even 
then from imagining, that the lines would he talren 
as more or less than a sport of fancy. At all events, 
if I know my own heart, there was never a moment 
in my existence in which I shonld have been more 
ready, had Mr. Pitt’s person been in hazard, to in- 
terpose my own body, and defend his life at the risk 
of my own.” 

I have prefaced the poem with this anecdote, be- 
cause to have printed it without any remark might 
well have been understood as implying an uncondi- 
tional approbation on my part, and this after many 
years’ consideration. But if it he asked why I 
republished it at all, I answer, that the poem had 
been attributed at different times to different other 
persons ; and what I had dared beget, I thought it 
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neither manly’ nor honourable not to dare father. 
From the same motives I should have published per- 
fect copies of two poems, the one entitled The 
Devil’s Thoughts, and the other The Two Bound 
Spaces on the Tomb-Stone, hut that the first three 
stanzas of the former, which were worth all the rest 
of the poem, and the best stanza of the remainder, 
were written by a friend of deserved celebrity ; and 
because there are passages in both, which might 
have given offence to the religious feelings of certain 
readers. I myself indeed see no reason why vulgar 
superstitions, and absurd conceptions that deform 
pure faith of a Christian, should possess a greater 
immunity from ridicule than stories of witches, or the 
i&bles of Greece and Borne. But there are those 
who deem it profimeness and irreverence to call an 
ape an ape, if it hut wear a monk’s cowl on its head ; 
and I would rather reason with this weakness than 
offend it. 

The passage from Jeremy Taylor to which I re- 
ferred, is found in his second Sermon on Christ’s 
Adv^t to Judgment; which is likewise the second 
m his year’s course of sermons. Among many re- 
«arkable passages of the same character in those 
^aoonrs^ I have selected this as the most so. But 

this lion of the tribe of Judah shall appear, 
Jmdice shall strike and Mercy shall not hold 
Ifc^^Iiaaids ; she shall strike sore strokes, and Pity 
smaS iBot break the blow. As there are treasures of 
so hath God a treasure of wrath and 
aad seomgKi and scorpions ; and then shall be 
ffied the shame of lust and the malice of envy, 
the oppressed and the persecutions 
Cjf covetousness and the 
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troubles of ambition, and the insolence of traitors 
and the violences of rebels, and the rage of anger 
and the uneasiness of impatience, and the restless- 
ness of unlawful desires ; and by this time the mon- 
sters and diseases will be numerous and intolerable, 
when G-od’s heavy hand shall press the sanies and 
the intolerableness, the obliquity and the unreason- 
ableness, the amazement and the disorder, the smart 
and the sorrow, the guilt and the punishment, out 
from all our sins, and pour them into one chalice, 
and mingle them with an infinite wrath, and make 
the wicked drink off all the vengeance, and force it 
down their unwilling throats with the violence of 
devils and accursed spirits.” 

That this Tartarean drench displays the imagina- 
tion rather than the discretion of the compounder ; 
that, in short, this passage and others of the same 
kind are in a had taste, few will deny at the present 
day. It would doubtless have more behoved the 
good hishop not to be wise beyond what is written, 
on a subject in which Eternity is opposed to Time, 
and a death threatened, not the negative, hut the 
positive Opposite of Life; a subject, therefore, which 
must of necessity be indescribable to the human 
understanding in our present state. But I can 
neither find nor believe, that it ever occurred to any 
reader to ground on such passages a charge against 
Bishop Taylor’s humanity, or goodness of heart. I 
was not a little surprised therefore to find, in the 
Pursuits of Literature and other works, so horrible 
a sentence passed on Milton’s moral character, for a 
passage in his prose-writings, as nearly parallel to 
this of Taylor’s as two passages can well be conceived 
to he, M his merits, afl a poet, forsooth—^ the 
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glory of having written the Paradise Kit 

Sght in the scale, nay, hick the beam> ecHoafatsd 
with the atrocious malignity of heart expr*^ b 
the offensive paragraph ♦ I remembered. In 
that Milton had concluded one of his works Oia 
formation, written in the fervour of his youHiid 
imagination, in a high poetic stmn, that wanted 
metre only to become a lyrical poem. I remoimhes^ 
that in the former part he h^ formed to hhani^ 
a perfect ideal of human virtue, a cliaracster of 
disinterested zeal and devotion for Truth, Kaligitaiy 
and public Liberty, in act and in suffering# In % 
day of triumph and in the hour of martyrdom. Eudi 
spirits, as more excellent than others, he deecrfbei 
as having a more excellent reward, and a» 
goished by a transcendent glory: and thi« reiwd 
and this glory he displays and parrioulari«e« 
an energy and brilliance that announced the 
^se Lost as plainly, as ever the bright purple 
in the east announced the coming of the i^n. Mi*- 
ton then passes to the gloomy contrast, to ineli 
as nrom motives of selfish ambition and the liaidf 
^rsonaj aggrandizement should, against their mm 
^^ht, persecute truth and the true religion, end 
fb% abuse the powers and gifts entrusted to thia^, 
to bring vice, blindness, misery, and slavery on tb^^ 
native country, on the veiy country that had IroJitf^ 
^ched, and honoured them. Such heing«, 
tofe.epeedy ^d appropriate removal tirom th^ 


- wnicn ail good and humane mm 

com-se desire, will, he takes for granted h 
reason meet with a punishment, an 
lo^^tion, as much severer tihan othajc 
w^edmeui guilt and its consequeauoea 
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more enormous. His description of this imaginary 
punishment presexi-fes more Satinet pictures to tlie 
fancy than the ex-traxst from Jeremy Taylor ; but tbe 
thoughts in the l®ft-fcer are incomparably more exag*- 
gerated and horrifies. All tbis I knew ; but I neither 
remembered, nor loy reference and careful re-peruaal 
could discover, axxy other meaning, either in Milton 
or Taylor, but that; good men will be rewarded, and 
the impenitent wicked punished, in proportion to 
their dispositions and intentional acts in this life; 
and that if the pu.xiiBhment of the least wicked be 
fearfhl beyond ©one option, all words and descriptions 
must be so far tme, that they must fall short of the 
punishment that a**waits the transcendently wicked. 
Had Milton stated, either his ideal of virtue, or of 
depravity, as an individual or individuals actually ex- 
isting^ Certainly motl Is his representation worded 
historically, or oxily hypotheticaliy ? Assuredly the 
latter I Kc express it as Ms own wish, that 

after death th^ sliould suffer these tortures ? or as 
a general consequence, deduced febm reason and 
rerel&tion, that sixcli will be their fat© ? Again, tlie 
latter only! His wish is expressly conbned to a 
speedy stop beiug^ put by Providence to their power 
of inflicting misery on others 1 Birt did he name w 
rdfer to any persons, living or dead ? 19*0 1 But the 
calumuiators of IMCilton dare say (fo;^what w ^ 
lumny not dare ssty ?) that he bad htaud and Straff- 
ford in his mind, while writing of reniorseless p^^- 
cution, and the ^rrslavement of a free country, rarom 
motives of selfiah ambition. Ifow, what if a stern 
anti-pr4atist sfionld dare say, tliat in speakii^ or 
the insolendos of traitom the viojences^^^^ 

Bishop Taylor mixst hav© individualized m his mmd. 
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Hampden, Hollis, Pym, Fairfax, Ireton, an<i Milton ? 
And^rliat if he should take the liberty of eon eluding*, 
that in the after-description the Bishop was feading 
and feasting his party-hatred, and with those indi- 
Tiduals before the eyes of his imagination eiyoying, 
trait by trait, horror after horror, the picture of their 
intolerable agonies ? Tet this bigot would ha^e an 
equal right thus to criminate the one good and great 
man, as these men have to criminate the other* 
Milton has said, and I doubt not but that Taylor 
with equal truth could have said it, ^^that in his 
whole life he never spake against a man even that 
his skin should be grazed/' He asserted this when 


one of his opponents (either Bishop Hall or his 
nephew) had c^led upon the women and children in 
the streets to take up stones and stone him (MHton), 
It is known that Milton repeatedly used his int^x^^ 
to protect the royalists; but even at a time when all 
lies would have been meritorious against him, no 
charge was made, no story pretended, that ho had 
ever directly or indirectly engaged or assisted ha 
^eir persecution. Oh I methinks there are other 
fer better feelings, which should be acquired by 
the perusal of our great elder writers. When I have 
before me on the same table, the works of Hammond 
Baxter; when I reflect with what Joy and doar- 
'^sn blessed spirits are now loving each other : 
^seemnamonmfol thing that their names should 
oepeaterted to an occasion of bitterness among us, 
^ areenjoying that happy mean which the human 
perhaps necessary to 
tang o of delusions which stifled 


^raea tnegrowmg tree of ourwell-heing has 
tmt away?;, the parasite weeds that fed on its 
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very roots have been plucked up vyith a salutary 
violence. To us there remain only quiet duties, the 
constant care, the gradual improvement, the cautious 
unhazardous labours of the industrious though con- 
tented gardener — to prune, to strengthen, to engraft, 
and one by one to remove from its leaves and fresh 
shoots the slug and the caterpillar. But far be it 
from us to undervalue with light and senseless de- 
traction the conscientious hardihood of our prede- 
cessors, or even to condemn in them that vehemence, 
to which the blessings it won for us leave us now 
neither temptation nor pretext. We ante-date the 
feelings, in order to criminate the authors, of our 
present liberty, light and toleration.’’* 

If ever two great men might seem, during their 
whole lives, to have moved in direct opposition, 
though neither of them has at any time introduced 
the name of the other, Milton and Jeremy Taylor 
were they. The former commenced his career by 
attacking the Church-Liturgy and all set forms of 
prayer. The latter, but far more successfully, by 
defending both. Milton’s next work was then against 
the Prelacy and the then existing Church-Govern- 
ment — ^Taylor’s, in vindication and support of them. 
Milton became more and more a stem republican, 
or rather an advocate for that religious and moral 
aristocracy which, in his days, was called republi- 
canism, and which, even more than royalism itself^ 
is the direct antipode of modem Jacobinism. Taylor, 
as more and more sceptical concerning the fitness of 
knen in general for power, became more and more 
Attached to the prerogatives of monarchy. Prom 


The Friend, p. 64. (V ol. i. p. 82. 3rd edit.) 
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CalTinism, with a stiU deorpasing resi^ect 
^nncilB, and for Church-antiquity m 
"ms to have ended in an 

disUke, to all forms of ecdesiaste gove»J»^^wd 
to have retreated wholly into the 
tual church-communiori of his own 
Light, that lighteth every man that tnt® t&t 

world. Taylor, with a giowing W 

thority, an increasing sense of the C 

the Scriptures without the aids of ^ 

consent of authorized interpreters, »» w 

in his approaches (not indeed to Pope*^# ^t) to 
Eoman-Catholicism, as a conscientious *^***^?^ 
the English Church could well venturaf* MIto 
would be, and would utter the same, to l*«# oa ^ 
occasions : he would tell the truth, the tr«% 

and nothing hut the truth. Taylor woolt* 6«om» 
all things to all men, if by any mearjs 
benefit any ; hence he availed himselli in wAi* 
writings, of opinions and representations 
ofi^n in striking contrast with the doubt* OOa* 
vietions expressed in his more philosopbic*! WOfli* 
He appears, indeed, not too severely to liuMdl 

ihat management of truth (istam fisitat^t3» d^pS*. 
sativam) authorized and exemplified by dl 

the fitthers: Integrum omnino Loctoribti* ^ OOifell 
diristiani antistitibus esse, ut doles illw 

yseris intermisceant et imprimis reHgi<Mal« 

^®aat, dummodo veritatis commodrs ei^ 
feserviant. 


The same antithesis might be carried oxk ikl 
eiements of their several intellectual po wersu. 111^ 
austere, condensed, imaginative, supportm^ W* 
hy direct enunciation of lofty moral sentSdCMWi md 
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by diiatinct viawi^i r©prwimt»tlci«% mtl In tii© iiitit 
spirit overwht'immg wJml he Wm^homl hj 

moml {kmaneietion mil « sijeeeiwbn of pirtures »p- 
paUiflg or mpulrive. In hb pmae, m nmny meU** 
phora, no many ellogoritml minmtores. Taylor, 
©mhiantly tllwtimlto, awumMlfttke, »n«l (to «»# oee 
of his own wonis) agglamomtif e ; still more rich in 
images timn M iltoo liimself, hut of Ikncy, mtd 

prt>sentetl to the etmitiiott snti jnuiii w eye, mtber thmj 
to tlia eye of tlie imftgitmtioti. Whether su|>pertiug 
or iwiyyiiMg, he mskiis hl» wmy either by argumtnt 
»r by app^a to the afctions* until rtitsisd erea by 
riio iohoolmen in subtlety, agility mm\ to^c^ wit, and 
nnrimlled by the most rhetorioi of the i^them m 
the oapiousntws and vividness of his tmpreiitlons and 
iUuntmtions* Here words that convoy Mings, nad 
words that Hash imiig«, and words of absriiiol soion, 
Bow together, and at once whiri ^d rash onwswd 
hko a stream, at ono^ ra^ and Ml ol iddbii lUdd 
yot^ stilly intorfhsed hero and w« st© a tongM 
or idot of smooth w»l»r, iriHi some pkifaiiw in it of 
earth or sky, hmdicmpo or living group of ^alet 
bmaty. 

Dialing, then, so widely, and alined contmriantl^, 
wherein did this© great tnm agree t wbereiii did 
they ramble eaoh other f In g^lna* in learning, 
IB mileigned piety, m blaMtm purify of liBi,andm 
benevolent aepirati&mi and jpurpoi^ hf riie moral 
and tenoral mprovemeiit of their fellow-otmturesl 
Both of th«a wrote a Latin Aorid#no% to render 
ednoitbn more m^y and M palnM to cbildron j 
bot^ of them ©ompised hymns and psalms proper-^ 
tioned to the »pa®ify m oommoa eon^^tions t 
both nearty at wmn thaao, set the Morions 
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of ouMioly rooommenaiiw uttti «importing g«. 
“ IwoffiU/and the liberty lot!, of tL p«lpita„d 

a single sentence, like thoso m.n.k dolivmnoo, to 
«o^^mercy, -with which Uu«I wcompsniiid hiBrot(M 
for the mutilations and l<mthw.me duitpotiing of 
Tmo-hton and others !—nowhure mich « imms prayer 
t tZd in Bishop Hairs nu.mora„daofl,i,ow 
r-nnceminfi? the stibtl« mtl witty Hhmnt that so 

±vondy perplexed and «nm.lhHi him atSir Rotert 

Drury’s till ho prayed to tho is>rd to removo him, 
and behold! his prayers were h^! for shortly 
afterward this philistine-comtmtal went to London, 
and there perished of tho plwo In grmt misoij I 
In short, nowhere shall we find the least apnmiih, 
in the lives and writings of John Milton or Joiwy 
Taylor to that guarded gentlon^ to tlmt sighing 
reluctance, with whicli the holy hrothron of th# la- 
fluisition deliver over a condemned heretic to thocidl 
magistrate, and hoping that the magiatrato will timt 
the erring brother with all pcw^ihb mildn^ I— the 
magistrate, who too well knowa what would h© hk own 
fate if he dared offend them by acting on their ro- 


commendation. 

The opportunity of diverting toe medm tea my- 
self to characters more worthy of hii ftttoatios, te 
led me fhr beyond my first intomtion j bat It la not 
mmnportant to expose the fidse »iid which ks oc- 
casioned these attacks on our eMer patriots* It has 
been too much the fashion, first to personify toe 
Church of England, and then to tpeal: of dlAwnt 
:'|iL^^du^s^.:yvho in. difierent ages have bee® rdbrsin 
that chuTph, ae if in some stjna«fe way thiy oonsfi- 
tttted its personal identity. Why should a 
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of the present day feel interested in tlie defence 
or Sheldon ? Surely it is sufficient for the 
partizan of our establishment, that he can. 
^ith truth,— when our Church persecuted, it 
On mistaken principles held in common by all 
and at all events, far less culpable was 
ta ta intolerance in the Bishops, wlio were maintain- 
1:110 existing laws, than the persecuting spirit 
^^^^V'wra.rds shown by their successM opponents, who 
lui^cl such excuse, and who should have been taught 
3^"»-Orey by their own sufferings, and wisdom by the 
nttoar failure of the experiment in their own case, 
oan say, that our Church, apostolical in its faith, 
itive in its ceremonies, unequalled in its liturgical 
1<>3:’1 icils $ that our Church, which has kindled and dis- 
more bright and burning lights of genius and 
lemming than all other protestant churches since the 
’t^ofciirmation, was (with the single exception of the 
ti xmos of Laud and Sheldon) least intolerant, when all 
Cliristians unhappily deemed a species of intolerance 
tlieix* xoligious duty; that Bishops of our church were 
Jtmoiag the first that contended against this error; 

d. finally, that since the reformation, when tolerance 
l>ec£txne a fashion, the Church of England, in a 
toleara-ting age, has shown herself eminently tolerant, 
n-tid. far more so, both in spirit and in fact, lian many 
laei: most bitter opponents, who profess to deem 
■tole-yation itself an insult on the rights of mankind ! 
'Ak.a -fco myself, wlio not only know the Church-Estab- 
llaHnxent to he tolerant, but who see in it the 
^xeettest, if not the sole safe bulwark of toleration, I 
feel no necessity of defending or palliating oppressions 
riii<d.er the two Charleses, in order to exclaim with a 
f ull Eund fervent heart, Esto perpetua ! 
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FIEE, FAMira, AND SLAUGHTER. 

A WAU-ECLOGUB. 

The Scene, a desolated Tract in la Vendde. Famine 
is discovered lying on the ground; to her 
enter Fire and Slaughter, 

Famine. 

ISTERS ! sisters ! who sent you hero ? 

Slaughter {to Fire.) 

I will whisper it in her ear. 

Fire. 

Nol no! no! 

Spirits hear what spirits tell : 

’Twill make a holiday in Hell. 

No! no! no! 

Myself, I named him once below, 

And all the souls, that damned be. 

Leaped up at once in anarchy, 

^-Clapped their hands and danced for glee* 

Mhey no longer heeded me ; 

^pit laughed to hear Hell’s burning rafters 
fJUnwiflingly re-echo laughters ! 

No! no! no! 

Spirits h^ what spirits tell : 

’Twin make , a holiday in Hell ! 
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Famini. 

J^isper it, sister ! so and so I 
a dark hint, soft and slow. 

SliAtJGHTBR. 

Letters four do form his name — 
•Ajid wlio sent you? 


Both, 

The same ! the same I 
Slaughter. 

He carae by stealth, and unlocked my den. 
And I Have drunk the blood since then 
Ox thrice three hundred thousand men. 

Both, 

^ho bade you do it? 

Slaughter. 

The same ! the same I 
Letters fbur do form his name. 

He let me loose, and cried, Halloo 1 
To Him alone the praise is due. 

^anks, sisters, thanks I the men have bled, 
Their wives and their children faint for bread. 
I stood, in a swampy ^eld; of battle ; 

With^ Hones and tknlfeT made a rattle. 

To frig-H ten the wnlf and barrion-cro w 
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And the homeless clog'— hut they would not go. 
So off I flew : for how could I bear 
To see them gorge their dainty fare? 

I heard a groan and a peevish squall. 

And through the chink of a cottage- wall — 

Can you guess what I saw there ? 

Both, 

Whisper it, sister ! in our ear. 

Famine. 

A baby heat its dying mother : 

I had stan'ed the one and was starving the other I 

Both. 

Who bade you do it? 


Fajvitnb. 

The same ! the same I 
Letters four do form his name. 

He let me loose, and cried, Halloo ! 

To him alone the praise is due. 

Fire. 

Sisters ! I from Ireland came I 
Hedge and corn-fields all on flame, 

I triumphed o’er the setting sun ! 

And all the while the work was done, 

On as I strode with my huge strides, 

I flung back my head and I held my sides, 
It was so rare a piece of fun 
To see the sweltered cattle run 
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With uncouth gallop through the night, 
Scared hy the red and noisy light ! 

By the light of his own blazing cot 
Was many a naked rebel shot: 

The house-stream met the flame and hissed. 
While crash ! fell in the roof, I wist, 

On some of those old bed-rid nurses, 

That deal in discontent and curses. 

Both. 

Who hade you do it ? 

Fire. 

The same I the same ! 
Letters four do form his name. 

He let me loose, and cried, Halloo ! 

To him alone the praise is due. 

All 

He let us loose, and cried, Halloo I 
How shall we yield him honour due ? 

Famine. 

Wisdom comes with lack of food. 

I’ll gnaw, I’ll gnaw the multitude. 

Till the cup of rage o’erhrim : 

They shall seize him and his brood — 

SlATJaHTlR. 

They shall tear him limb from limb ! 



146 


leaves. 


Fire* 

0 thankless beldames and untrue t 

is this all that you can do 
For him, ivho did so much for you ? 
^luety months he, by my troth ! 

Hath richly catered for you both ; 

•^d in an hour would you repay 
An eight years' work ? — ^Away I away ! 

1 alone am faithful I I 
Cling to him everlastingly. 

1796. 
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IL LOVE POEMS. 

** qnm humlHa t«a*TO styltia olim «£fhdlt in rovo. 

bio «t quod pharetmtus acutd 

IHo purr put»ro iroit mihi cn»pldl« vulnua. 

Omnia paulaOm eoatumit longior «Bta«, 

Vivenduqu® »lmal morlmur, rapimurque manemlo. 
IpB© mihi eoUatua ®alm mn ill© videbor : 

Fmia lUim ©«t, mws«qa© alU, nova mentis imago, 
Voxqun aliud ©onat*— 

Frctor« aunts golido oalidoi miaeremur amantea, 
Jamqa# imiai# pnd^fc, Vetem tmnqniUa tumultus 
Mime borret, relegfmeqne alium putat iata loon turn.*' 
« PjSTSuacH. 


LOVE. 



LL tliottghts, all p^ons, all delights? 
Whatever stars to® mortal firame, 
iH are but immsters of Love, 

And jfeed his sacred flame. 


Offc m my waking dreams dol 
Idv© 0 V again mat happy hour. 
When midway on the mount I lay, 
B^de the nuned tower. 


The moonshhae? stealing o*&c the scene, 
Had bl«»ded with the lights of eve ; 
And she was th^e, my hope, my joy, 
My own desr Genevieve ! 
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She leaned against the armed man, 

The statue of the armed knight; 

She stood and listened to my lay. 

Amid the lingering light. 

Few sorrows hath she of her own, 

My hope ! my joy I my G-enevieve I 
She loves me best, whene’er I sing 
The songs that make her grieve. 

I played a soft and doleful air, 

I sang an old and moving story — 

An old rude song, that suited well 
That ruin wild aijd hoary. 

She listened with a flitting hlush, 

With downcast ey^es and modest grace ; 
For well she knew, I could not choose 
But gaze upon her face. 

I told her of the Knight that wore 
Upon his shiAd a burning brand; 

And that for ten long years he wooed 
The Lady of the Land, 

I told her how he pined; and ah ! 
the deep, the low, the pleading tone 
Vith which I sang ano^er’s love. 
Interpreted my own. 

She listened with a flitting hlush, 

With downcast eyes, and modest grace ; 
And she forgave me, that I gazed 
Toafbhdly on her face ! 
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But when I told the cruel scorn 
That crazed that bold and lovely Knight, 
And that he crossed the mountain-woods, 
Nor rested day nor night ; 

That sometimes from the savage den, 

And sometimes from the darksome shade. 
And sometimes starting up at once 
In green and sunny glade, — 

There came and looked him in the face 
An angel beautiful and bright ; 

And that he knew it was a Fiend, 

This miserable Knight I 

And that unknowing what he did, 

He leaped amid a murderous hand. 

And saved from outrage worse than death 
The Lady of the Land ; — 

And how she wept, and clasped his knees; 
And how she tended him in vain — 

And ever strove to expiate 

The scorn that crazed his brain ; — 

And that she nursed him in a cave ; 

And how his madness went away, 

When on the yellow forest leaves 
A dying man he lay;— 

His dying words — ^but when I reached 
That tenderest strain of all the ditty, 

My faltering voice and pausing harp 
Disturbed her soul with pity ! 
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All impulses of soul and sense 
Had thrilled my g'uileless Geneyiere; 
The music, and the doleful tale. 

The rich and balmy eve ; 

And hopes, and fears that kindle hope, 
An undistinguishable throng. 

And gentle wishes, long subdued, 
Subdued and cherished long ! 

She wept with pity and delight. 

She blushed with love, and virgin shame 
And like the murmur of a dream, 

I heard her breathe my name. 

Her bosom heaved — she stept aside. 

As conscious of my look she stept — 
Then suddenly, with timorous eye 
She fled to me and weptr 

She half enclosed me with her arms, 

She pressed me with a meek embrace ; 
And bending back her head, looked up. 
And gazed upon my &ce. 

\5hvaB partly love, and partly fear, 
partly ’twas a bashful art. 

That I might rather feel, than see, 

The swelling of her heart. 

f c^ed her fears, and she was calm, 

^Id her love with virgin-pride ; 

Apsa so I won my Genevieve, 

My blight and beauteous Bride. 
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LEWTI, 

OE THE CIRCASSIAN LOVE-CHANT. 

P midnigM by the stream I roved, 
To forget the form I loved. 

Image of Lewti ! from my mind 
Depart j for Dewti is not kind. 

The moon was high, the moonlight gleam 
And the shadow of a star 
Heaved upon Tamaha^s stream j 
But the rock shone brighter far, 

The rock half sheltered from my view 
By pendent boughs of tressy yew. — 

So shines my Lewti^s forehead fair, 
Gleaming through her sable hair. 

Image of Lewti ! from my mind 
Depart ; for Lewti is not kind, 

I saw a cloud of palest hue. 

Onward to the moon it passed. 

Still brighter and more bright it grew. 
With floating colours not a few, 

Till it reached the moon at last ; 

Then the cloud was wholly bright. 

With a rich and amber light ! 

And so with many a hope I seek, 

And with such joy I find my Lewti ; 
And even so my pale wan cheek 
Drinks in as deep a flush of beauty ! 
Hay, treacherous image ! leave my mind, 
If Lewti never will be kind. 
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The little cloud — it floats away^ 

Away it goes j away so soon 
Alas I it has no power to stay : 

Its hues are dim, its hues are g’**^*^ ■“ — * 

Away it passes from the moon t 
How mournfully it seems to fly# 

Ever fading more and more, 

To joyless regions of the sky — 

And now 'tis whiter than befbrc* I 
As white as my poor cheek will 
When, Iiewti ! on my couch X 
A dying man for love of thee. 

treacherous image ! leave 
And yet, thou did'st not look 

I saw a vapour in the sky. 

Thin, and white, and very hi^K * 

I ne’er beheld so thin a cloud. 

Perhaps the breeises that can 
Now below and now above. 

Have snatched aloft the lawny sKroiad 
Of Lady fair — that died for 
For maids, as well as youths, ^periaJjod 

From fruitless love too fondly O-hoaHushed. 
Nay, lareacherous image ! leave 3Qaind-~- 

For Lewti never will be kind. 

Hush I my heedless feet from undt^ir 
Slip the crumbling hanks for ; 

Like echoes to a distant thundeir, 

; ^ into the gentle rlircicr* 

hay© heard my 
fionii' their' 'reedy 

njethinks ym 
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Your movements to some heavenly tune 

0 beauteous birds ! ’tis such a pleasure 
To see yon move beneath the moon, 

1 would it were your true deligfht 
To sleep by day and wake all night. 

I know the place where Lewti lies, 

When silent night has closed her eyes ; 

It is a breezy jasmine-bower, 

The nightingale sings o’er her head : 

Voice of the night, had I the power 
That leafy labyrinth to thread. 

And creep, like thee, with soundless tread, 
I then might view her bosom white 
Heaving lovely to my sight. 

As these two swans together heave 
On the gently swelling wave. 

Oh 1 that she saw me in a dream. 

And dreamt that I had died for care ! 

All pale and wasted I would seem. 

Yet fair withal, as spirits are I 
Td die indeed, if I might see 
Her bosom heave, and heave for me ! 
Soothe, gentle image ! soothe my mind ! 
To-morrow Lewti may be kind. 


Dram the Morning Post, 1795 . 
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THE PICTURE, 

OR THE LO-VER^S RESOLUTION. 


weeds and thorns, and matted 
1^^ underwood 

I force my way; now climb, and now 
. descend 

O’er rocks, or bare or mossy, with wild foot 


Crushing the purple whorts; while offc unseen, 
Hurrying along the drifted forest-leaves, 

The scared snake rustles. Onward still I toil, 
I know not, ask not whither ! A new joy. 
Lovely as light, sudden as summer gust. 

And gladsome as the first-born of the spring, 
Beckons me on, or follows from behind, 


Playmate, or guide ! The master-passion quelled, 
I feel that I am free. With dun-red bark 


The fir-trees, and the unfrequent slender oal^, 
Porth from this tangle wild of bush and brake 
Soar up, and form a melancholy vault 
High o’er me, murmuring like a distant sea. 
Here Wisdom might resort, and here Eemorse ; 
Here too the love-lorn man wbo, sick in soul 
And of this busy human heart aweary. 

Worships the spirit of unconscious life 
In tree or wild-flower. — Uentle lunatic I 


If so he might not whoUy cease to be, 

He would far rather not be that, he is ; 

But would be somethiug, that he knows not of, 
i winds or waters, or among the rocks ! 
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But hence, fond wretch ! breathe not contagion here J 
No myrtle-walks are these : these are no groves 
Where Love dare loiter! If in sullen mood 
He should stnay hither, the low stumps shall gore 
His dainty feet, the briar and the thorn 
Make his plumes haggard. Like a wounded bird 
Easily caught, ensnare him, O ye Nymphs, 

Ye Oreads chaste, yo dusky Hryades ! 

And you, ye Earth-winds ! you that make at morn 
The dew-drops quiver on the spiders’ webs I 
You, O ye wingless Airs! that creep between 
The rigid stems of heath and bitten furze, 

Within whose scanty shade, at summer-noon, 

The mother-sheep hath worn a hollow bed — 

Yc, that now cool her fleece with dropless damp, 
Now pant and murmur with her feeding lamb. 
Chase, chase him, all ye Fays, and elfin Gnomes ! 
With prickles sharper than his darts bemock 
His little Godship, making him perforce 
Creep through a thorn-bush on yon hedgehog’s back. 

This is my hour of triumph ! I can now 
With my own fancies play the merry fool, 

And laugh away worse folly, being free. 

Here will I seat myself, beside this old. 

Hollow, and weedy oak, which ivy-twine 
Clothes as with net-work : here will I couch my limbs. 
Close hy this river, in this silent shade, 

As safe and sacred from the step of man 
As an invisible world — unheard, unseen, 

And listening only to the pebbly brook, 

That murmurs with a dead, yet bell-like sound 
Tinkling, or bees, that in the neighbouring trunk 
M ake honey-hoards. This breeze, that visits me. 
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Was never Love's accomplice, never raised 
The tendril ringlets from the maiden’s brow, 

And the blue, delicate veins above her cheelc ,* 

Ne’er played the wanton — ^never half disclosed 
The maiden’s snowy bosom, scattering thence 
Eye-poisons for some love-distempered youth, 

Who ne’er henceforth may see an aspen-grove 
shiver in sunshine, but his feeble heart 
Shall flow away like a dissolving thing. 

Sweet breeze ! thou only, if I guess aright, 
Liftest the feathers of the robin’s breast, 

Who swells his little breast, so full of song. 

Singing above me, on the mountain-ash. 

And thou too, desert stream ! no pool of thine, 
Though clear as lake in latest summer-eve, 

Did e’er reflect the stately virgin’s robe, 

Her face, her form divine, her downcast look 
Contemplative ! Ah see ! her open palm 
Presses her cheek and brow ! her elbow rests 
On the bare branch of half-uprooted tree. 

That leans towards its mirror ! He, meanwhile. 
Who from her countenance turned, or looked by 
stealth, 

(For fear is true love’s cruel nurse,) he now, 

With stedfast gaze and unoffending eye. 

Worships the watery idol, dreaming hopes 
Delicious to the soul, but fleeting, vain. 

Even as that phantom-world on which he gazed, 
She, sportive tyrant ! with her left hand plucks 
The heads of tall flowers that behind her grow. 
Lychnis, and willow-herb, and fox-glove bells ; 

And suddenly, as one that toys with time. 

Scatters them on the pool ! Then all the charm 



SIBYLLINE LEAVES. 


^S1 


Is broken — all that phantom- world so fair 
Vanishes, and a thousand circlets spread. 

And each mis-shape the other. Stay awhile, 

Poor youth, who scarcely dar’st lift up thine eyes ! 
The stream will soon renew its smoothness, soon 
The visions will return ! And lo ! he stays : 

And soon the fragments dim of lovely forms 
Come trembling back, unite, and now once more 
The pool becomes a mirror ; and behold 
Each wildflower on the marge inverted there, 

And there the half-uprooted tree — ^but where, 

0 where the virgin’s snowy arm, that leaned 
On its bare branch ? He turns, and she is gone ! 
Homeward she steals through many a woodland mmse 
Which he shall seek in vain. Ill-fated youth ! 

Go, day by day, and waste thy manly prime 
In mad love-yearning by the vacant brook, 

Till sickly thouglits bewitch thine eyes, and thou 
Behold’st lier shadow still abiding there, 

The Naiad of the mirror ! 


Not to thee, 

0 wild and desert stream ! belongs this tale : 
Gloomy and dark art thou — the crowded firs 
Tower from thy shores, and stretch across thy bed, 
Making thee doleful as a cavern-well : 

Save when the shy king-fishers build their nest 
On thy steep banks, no loves hast thou, wild stream ! 

This be my chosen haunt — emancipate 
Prom passion’s dreams, a freeman, and alone, 

1 rise and trace its devious course. 0 lead. 

Lead mo to deeper shades and lonelier glooms. 

Lo ! stealing through the canopy of firs 
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How fair the sunshine spots that mossy rock. 

Isle of the river, whose disparted waters 
Bart off asunder with an angry sound, 

How soon to reunite ! And see ! they meet. 

Each in the other lost and found : and see I 
Placeless, as spirits, one soft wator-sun 
Throbbing within them, heart at once and eye ! 
With its soft neighbourhood of fhny clouds, 

The stains and shadings of forgotten tears, 

Dimness o’erswum with lustre ! — Such the hour 
Of deep enjoyment, following Love’s T)ri offends ! 
And hark, the noise of a near waterfall I 
I come out into light — I find myself 
Beneath a weeping birch (most beautiful 
Of forest-trees, the lady of tho woods), 

Hard by the brink of a tall weedy rock 
That overbrows the cataract. How bursts 
The landscape on my sight ! Two croscont hills 
Fold in behind each other, and so mako 
A circular vale, and land-locked, as might soom, 
With brook and bridge, and grey stone cottages, 
Half hid by rocks and fruit-trees. At my feet, 

The whortle-berries are bedewed with spray, 
Dashed upwards by the furious waterfall. 

How solemnly the pendent ivy-mass 
Swings in its winnow ! All the air is calm. 

The smoke from cottage-chimnies, tinged with light, 
Eises in columns : from this house alone, 

Close by the waterfall, the column slants, 

And feels its ceaseless breeze. But what is this? 
That cottage, with its slanting chimney-smoke, 

And close beside its porch a sleeping child, 

His dear head pillowed on a sleeping dog — 

One arm between its fore logs, and the hand 
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Holds loosely its small handful of wild-flowers, 
XJnfilleted, and of unequal lengths. 

A curious picture, with a master’s haste 
Sketched on a strip of pinky-silver skin. 

Peeled from the hirchen-hark ! Divinest maid ! 

Yon hark her canvas, and those purple berries 
Her pencil ! See, the juice is scarcely dried 
On the fine skin ! She has been newly here ; 

And lo ! yon patch of heath has been her couch — 
The pressure still remains ! 0 blessed couch ! 

For this may’st thou flower early, and the sun. 
Slanting at eve, rest bright, and linger long 
Upon thy purple bells ! 0 Isabel ! 

Daughter of genius ! stateliest of our maids ! 

More beautiful than whom Alcaeus wooed 
The Lesbian woman of immortal song ! 

O child of genius I stately, beautiful. 

And full of love to all, save only me. 

And not ungentle e’en to me I My heart. 

Why beats it thus ? Through yonder coppice-wood 
Needs must the pathway turn, that leads straightway 
On to her father’s house. She is alone ! 

The night draws on — such ways are hard to hit — 
And fit it is I should restore this sketch, 

Dropt unawares no doubt. Why should I yearn 
To keep the relique ? ’twill but idly feed 
The passion that consumes me. Let me haste ! 
The picture in my hand which she has left ; 

She cannot blame me that I followed her : 

And I may bo her guide the long wood through. 
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THE N-IGHT-SCENE. 

A DEAMATIC PEAGMENT. 

Sandoval. 

OU loved the daughter of Don Manrique ? 
Earl Henry. 

Loved ? 

Sandoval. 

Did you not say you wooed her? 

Earl Henry. 

Once I loved 

Her whom I dared not woo ! 

Sandoval. 

And wooed, perchance, 

One whom you loved not ! 

Earl Henry. 

Oh ! I were most base, 
Hot loving Oropeza. True, 1 wooed her, 

Hoping to heal a deeper wound ; but she 
Met my advances with impassioned pride. 

That kindled love with love. And when her sire, 
Who in his dream of hope already grasped 
The golden circlet in his hand, rejected 
My suit with insult, and in memory 
Of ancient feuds, poured curses on my head, 
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Her blessings overtook and baffled them ! 

But thou art stern, and with unkindly countenance 
Art inly reasoning whilst thou listenest to me. 

Sandoval. 

Anxiously, Henry ! reasoning anxiously. 

But Oropeza — 


Earl Henry. 

Blessings gather round her ! 
Within this wood there winds a secret passage. 
Beneath the walls, which opens out at length 
Into the gloomiest covert of the g'ardon — 

The night ere my departure to the army, 

She, nothing trembling, led me through that gloom, 
And to that covert by a silent stream. 

Which, with one star reflected near its marge, 

Was the sole object visible around me. 

IsTo leaflet stirred ; the air was almost sultry ; 

So deep, so dark, so close the umbrage o’er us ! 

ISTo leaflet stirred ; — yet pleasure hung upon 
The gloom and stillness of the balmy night-air. 

A little further on an arbour stood. 

Fragrant with flowering trees — I well remember 
What an uncertain glimmer in the darkness 
Their snow-white blossoms made — thither she led 
me, 

To that sweet bower — Then Oropeza trembled— 

I heard her heart heat — if ^twere not my own* 

Sandoval. 

A rude and scaring note, my friend ! 

M 
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Earl Henry. 

Oh! no! 

I liave small memory of aught but pleasure. 

The inquietudes of fear, like lesser streams 
StiH flowing, still were lost in those of love : 

So love grew mightier from the fear, and Nature, 
Eleeing from pain, sheltered herself in joy. 

The stars above our heads were dim and steady, 
Like eyes suffused with rapture. Life was in us : 
We were all life, each atom of our frames 
A living soul — vowed to die for her : 

With the faint voice of one who, having spoken, 
Kelapses into blessedness, I vowed it : 

That solemn vow, a whisper scarcely heard, 

A murmur breathed against a lady^s ear. 

Oh ! there is joy above the name of pleasure, 
Deep self-possession, an intense repose. 

Sandoval (with a sarcastic smile). 

No other than as eastern sages paint. 

The Ood, who floats upon a lotos leaf, 

Dreams for a thousand ages j then awaking, 
Creates a world, and smiling at the bubble. 
Relapses into bliss. 


Earl Henry. 

Ah ! was that bliss 

Feared as an alien, and too vast for man ? 

For suddenly, impatient of its silence. 

Did Oropeza, starting, grasp my forehead. 

I caught her arms ; the veins were swelling on them. 
Through the dark bower she sent a hollow voice. 

Oh ! what if all betray me ? what if thou ? ” 
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I swore, and witlx an inward thought that seemed 
The purpose and the substance of my being, 

I swore to her, that were she red with guilt, 

I would exchange my unblenched state with hers. — 
Friend I by that winding passage, to that bower 
I now will go— all objects there will teach me 
Unwavering love, and singleness of heart. 

Q-o, Sandoval ! I am prepared to meet her — 

Say nothing of me — myself will seek her — 

Nay, leave me, friend I I cannot bear the torment 
And keen inquiry of that scanning eye. — 

[Earl Henry retires into the wool. 

Sandoval {alone)* 

0 Henry I always striv^st thou to be great 
By thine own act — ^yet art thou never great 
But by the inspiration of great passion. 

The whirl-blast comes, the desert-sands rise up 
And shape themselves : from earth to heaven they 
stand. 

As though they were the pillars of a temple, 

Built by Omnipotence in its own honour I 
But the blast pauses, and their shaping spirit 
Is fled ; the mighty columns were but sand, 

And lazy snakes trail o’er the level ruins ! 
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THE FOSTER-MOTHEE^S TALE. 

A DRA2HATIC FRAGMENT, 

Foster-Mother. 

NEVER saw tte man whom you describe. 
Maria. 

’Tis strange, he spake of you familiarly, 
ad Albert’s common Foster-Mother. 

Foster-Mother. 

Now blessings on the man, whoe’er he be. 

That joined your names with mine! 0 my sweet 
As often as I think of those dear times, [l^dy 1 
When you two little ones would stand at eve 
On each side of my chair, and make me learn 
All you had learnt in the day, and how to talk 
In gentle phrase, then bid me sing to you — 

’Tis more like heaven to come than what has been. 

Marta. 

0 my dear Mother ! this strange man has left mo 
Troubled with wilder fancies, than the moon 
Breeds in the love-sick maid who gazes at it, 

TiU lost in inward vision, with wet eye 

She gazes idly. — But that entrance. Mother I — 

Foster-Mother. 

Can no one hear. It is a perilous tale I 



As mine 
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No one ! 


Mama. 
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Foster-Mother. 

My husband’s father told it me. 

Poor old Leoni : Angels, rest his soul ! 

He was a •woodman, and could fell, and saw, 

With lusty arm. You know that huge round beam 
Which props the hanging- wall of the old chapel ? — 
Beneath that tree, while yet it was a tree, 

He found a baby, wrapt in mosses lined 
With thistle-beards, and such small locks of wool 
As hang on brambles. Well, he brought him home, 
And reared him at the then Lord Valez’ cost ; 

And so the babe grew up a pretty boy — 

A pretty boy, but most unteachable — 

And never learnt a prayer nor told a bead ; 

But knew the names of birds, and mocked their notes. 
And whistled, as he were a bird himself! 

And all the autumn ’twas his only play 
To gather seeds of wild flowers, and to plant tlicm 
With earth and water on the stumps of trees. 

A Friar, who oft culled simples in the wood, 

A grey-haired man — he loved this little boy : 

The boy loved him — and, when the Friar taught him, 
He soon could write with the pen ; and from that time 
Lived cliiefly at the convent or the castle. 

So he became a very learned youth. 

But ho ! poor wretch ! he read, and read, and read. 
Till his brain turned — ^and ere his twentieth year. 
He had unlawful thoughts of many things : 

And though he prayed, he never loved to pray 
With holy men, or in a holy place ; — 
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But yet his speecli, it was so soft and sweet, 

The late Lord yalez ne’er was wearied with him : 
And once, as by the north side of the chapel 
They stood together, chained in deep discourse. 

The earth heaved under them with such a groan, 
That the wall tottered, and had well nigh fallen 
Eight on their heads. My Lord was sorely frightened; 
A fever seized him, and he made confession 
Of all the heretical and lawless talk [seized 

Which brought this judgment. So the youth was 
And cast into that hole. My husband’s father 
Sobbed like a child — it almost broke his heart ; 

And once, as he was working in the cellar, 

He heard a voice distinctly; ’twas the youth’s,. 

Who sung a doleful song about green fields. 

How sweet it were on lake or wild savannah 
To hunt for food, and be a naked man. 

And wander up and down at liberty. 

He always doted on the youth, and now 
His love grew desperate; and defying death, 

He made that cunning entrance I described ; 

And the young man escaped. 

Mama. 

’Tis a sweet tale : 

Such as would lull a listening child to sleep. 

His rosy face besoiled with unwiped tears. — 

And what became of him ? 

Hoster-Mother. 

He went on ship-board, 
With those bold voyagers who made discovery 
''f golden lands. Leoni’s youngest brother 
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Went likewise; and when he returned to Spain, 

He told Leoni, that the poor mad youth, 

Soon after they arrived in that new world, 

In spite of his dissuasion, seized a boat, 

And, all alone, set sail by silent moonlight 
Up a great river, great as any sea. 

And ne’er was heard of more; but ^tis supposed, 

He lived and died among the savage men. 


TO Ahr UNFORTUNATE WOMAN, 


WHOM THE AUTHOR HAD KNOWN IN THE DATS OF HER 
INNOCENCE. 



[YBTLE-LEAF that, ill hesped. 
Finest in the gladsome ray. 
Soiled beneath the common taread. 
Far from thy protecting spray I 


When the partridge o’er the sheaf 
Whirred along the yellow vale. 
Sad I saw thee, heedless leaf! 
Love the dalliance of the gale. 


Lightly didst thou, foolish thing I 
Heave and flutter to his sighs. 
While the flatterer, on his wing. 
Wooed and whispered thee to rise. 


Gaily from thy mother-stalk 
Wert thou danced and wafted high — 
Soon on this unsheltered walk 
Flung to fade, to rot and die. 
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TO AN UNFOETUNATE WOMAN 


AT THE THEATRE. 



|AII)EN, that with sullen hrow 
Sitt’st behind those virgins gay, 
Like a scorched and mildewed hough. 
Leafless ^mid the blooms of May ! 


Him who lured thee and forsook, 

Oft I watched with angry gaze. 

Fearful saw his pleading look, 
Anxious heard his fervid phrase. 

Soft the glances of the youth. 

Soft his speech, and soft his sigh ; 

But no sound like simple truth, 

But no true love in his eye. 

Loathing thy polluted lot. 

Hie thee, Maiden, hie thee hence ! 

Seek thy weeping Mother’s cot. 

With a wiser innocence. 


Thou hast known deceit and folly. 
Thou hast felt that vice is woe ; 
With a musing melancholy 
Inly armed, go. Maiden ! go. 

Mother sage of self-dominion. 
Firm thy steps, 0 Melancholy ! 
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The strongest plume in wisdom’s pinion 
Is the memory of past foUy. 

Mute the sky-lark and forlorn, 

While she moults the firstling plumes, 

That had skimmed the tender com, 

Or the bean-field’s odorous blooms. 

Soon with renovated wing 
Shall she dare a loftier flight. 

Upward to the day-star spring 
And embathe in heavenly light. 


urns COMPOSED IN A CONCEET-ROOM. 

OR cold, nor stern, my soul ! yet I detest 
These scented rooms, where, to a 
gaudy throng. 

Heaves the proud harlot her distended 
breast, 

In intricacies of laborious song. 

These feel not Music’s genuine power, nor deign 
To melt at Nature’s passion-warbled plaint; 

But when the long-breathed singer’s uptrilled strain 
Bursts in a squall — they gape for wonderment. 

Hark ! the deep buzz of vanity and hate ! 

Scornful, yet envious, with self-torturing sneer 
My lady eyes some maid of humbler state. 

While the pert captain, or the primmer priest, 
Pi’attlcs accordant scandal in her ear. 
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O gi^e me, from this heartless scene released, 

To hear our old musician, Uind and grey, 

(Whom stretching from my nurse’s arms I kissed,) 
His Scottish tunes and warlike marches play, 

By moonshine, on the balmy summer-night, 

The while I dance amid the tedded hay 
With merry maids, whose ringlets toss in light. 

Or lies the purple evening on the bay 
Of the calm glossy lake, 6 let me hide 
Unheard, unseen, behind the alder-trees 
Around whose roots the fisher’s boat is tied. 

On whose trim seat doth Edmund stretch at ease, 
And while the lazy boat sways to and fro, 

Breathes in his flute sad airs, so wild and slow, 
That his own cheek is wet with quiet tears. 

But O, dear Anne ! when midnight wind careers, 
And the gust pelting on the out-house shed 
Hakes the cock shrilly in the rainstorm crow. 

To hear thee sing some haUad full of woe, 

Ballad of ship- wrecked sailor floating dead, 

Whom his owu true-love buried in the sands ! 
Thee, gentle woman, for thy voice remeasures 
Whatever tones and melancholy pleasures 
The things of Nature utter; birds or trees 
Or moan of ocean-gale in weedy caves. 

Or where the stifif grass ’mid the heath-plant waves, 
Hurmur and music thin of sudden breeze. 
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THE KEEP-SAEB. 

HE tedded tay, the first-fruits of the soil^ 
The tedded hay and com-sheaves in on© 
field, [glove taU 

Show summer gone, ere come. The fox- 
Shecls its loose purple bells, or in the gust, 

Or when it bends beneath the up-springing lark, 

Or mountain-finch alighting. Amd the rose 
(In vain the darling of successful love) 

Stands, like some boasted beauty of past years, 

The thorns remaining, and the flowers all gone. 

Kor can I find, amid my lonely walk 
By rivulet, or spring, or wet road-side. 

That blue and bright-eyed floweret of the brook, 
Hope's gentle gem, the sweet Forget-me-not !* 

So will not fade the flowers which Emmeline 
With delicate fingers on the snow-white silk 
Has worked, (the flowers which most she knew I 
loved,) 

And, more beloved than they, her auburn hair. 

In the cool morning twilight, early waked 
By her full bosom's joyless resHessness, 

Leaving the soft bed to her sleeping sister. 

Softly she rose, and ligh% stole along, 

* One of the names (and meriting to be the only one) of 
the MyosoHs ScorpicMes Pahistris; a flower from six. to 
twelve inches high, with blue blossom and bright yellovv 
eye. It has the same name over the whole Empire of Ger- 
many ( Verg-issmeln nicht)^ and we believe, in Denmark cind 
Sweden. 
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Down tlie slope coppice to the woodbine bower, 
Whose rich flowers, swinging in the morning breeze, 
Over their dim fast-moving shadows hung. 

Making a quiet image of disquiet 

In the smooth, scarcely moving river-pool. 

There, in that bower where first she owned her love. 
And let me kiss my own warm tear of joy 
From off her glowing cheek, she sate and stretched 
The silk upon the frame, and worked her name 
Between the Moss-Rose and Forget-me-not— 

Her own dear name, with her own auburn hair ! 
That forced to wander till sweet spiung return, 

I yet might ne’er forget her smile, her look. 

Her voice, (that even in her mirthful mood 
Has made me wish to steal away and weep,) 

N'or yet the entrancement of that maiden kiss 
With which she promised, that when spring returned, 
She would resign one half of that dear name. 

And own thenceforth no other name but mine ! 


TO A LADY. 

WITH falconer’s SHIPWRECK.” 

H ! not by Cam or Isis, famous streams, 
In arched groves, the youthful poet’s 
choice ; [dreams, 

N’or while half-listening, ’mid delicious 
To harp and song from lady’s hand and voice ; 

If or yet while gazing in sublimer mood 
On cliff, or cataract, in Alpine dell ; 
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Nor in dim cave with bladdery sea-weed strewed, 
Framing wild fancies to the ocean's swell ; 

Our sea-bard sang this song ! which still he sings, 
And sings for thee, sweet friend ! Hark, Pity, 
hark ! 

Now mounts, now totters on the tempest's wings. 
Now groans, and shivers, the replunging bark I 

“ Cling to the shrouds!" In vain! The breakers 
roar — 

Beath shrieks I With two alone of all his clan, 
Forlorn the poet paced the Grecian shore. 

No classic roamer, but a ship-wrecked man ! 

Say then, what muse inspired these genial strains. 
And lit his spirit to so bright a flame ? 

The elevating thought of sufiered pains, 

Which genfle hearts shall mourn ; but chief, the 
name 

Of gratitude ! remembrances of friend. 

Or absent or no more ! shades of the Past, 

Which Love makes substance ! Hence to thee I send, 
0 dear as long as life and memory last ! 

I send with deep regards of heart and head, 

Sweet maid, for friendship formed ! this work to 
thee : 

And thou, the while thou canst not choose but shed 
A tear for Falconer, wilt remember me ! 
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TO A roum LADY. 

ON HER RECOVERY EROM A EBVBR. 



IHY need I say, Louisa dear ! 


How glad I am to see you here, 

A lovely convalescent ; 

Risen from the bed of pain, and fear. 
And feverish heat incessant. 


The sunny showers, the dappled sky, 
The little birds that warble high. 

Their vernal loves commencing. 

Will better welcome you than I, 

With their sweet influencing. 

Believe me, while in bed you lay, 

Your danger taught us all to pray : 

You made us grow devouter ! 

Each eye looked up and seemed to say. 
How can we do without her ? 


Besides, what vexed us worse, we knew. 
They have no need of such as you 
In the place where you were going: 
This World has angels all too few, 

And Heaven is overflowing ! 



SIBYLLINE LEAVES, 


17S 


SOMETHINa CHILDISH, BUT VEEY 
IS'ATURAL, 

WRITTEN IN GERMANY. 

F I had hut two little wings, 

And were a little feathery bird, 

To you I’d fly, my dear I 
But thoughts like these are idle things, 
And I stay here. 

But in nay sleep to you I fly : 

I’m always with you in my sleep ; 

The world is all one’s own. 

But then one wahes, and where am I ? 

All, all alone. 

Sleep stays not, though a monarch bids : 

So I love to wake ere break of day : 

For though my sleep be gone. 

Yet, while ’tis dark, one shuts one’s lids. 

And stih dreams on. 



HOME-SICK. 

WRITTEN IN GEmiANY. 

IS sweet to him, who all the week 
Through city crowds must push his 

To stroll alone through fields and woods. 
And hallow fhus the Sabbath-day. 
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And sweet it is, in summer bower, 

Sincere, affectionate and gay, 

One^s own dear children feasting round, 

To celebrate one’s marriage-day. 

But what is all, to his delight, 

Who having long been doomed to roam. 
Throws off the bundle from his back, 

Before the door of his own home ? 

Home-sickness is a wasting pang ; 

This feel I hourly more and more : 

There’s healing only in tby wings, 

Thou breeze that play’st on Albion’s shore ! 


ANSWER TO A CHILD’S QUESTION. 

you ask what the birds say ? The spar- 
row, the dove, 

The linnet and thrush say, I love and 
I love ! ” 

T they’re silent — ^the wind is so strong ; 
What it says, I don’t know, but it sings a loud song. 
But green leaves, and blossoms, and sunny warm 
weather. 

And singing, and loving — all come back together. 
But the lark is so brimful of gladness and love, 

The green fields below him, the blue sky above, 
That he sings, and he sings; and for ever sings he— 
I love my Love, and my Love loves me I ” 
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THE VISIONAEY HOPE. 

AD lot, to have no Hope ! Though lowly 
kneeling, 

He fain would frame a prayer within his 
breast, 

Would fain intreat for some sweet breath of healing. 
That his sick body might have ease and rest ; 

He strove in vain ! the dull sighs from his chest 
Against his will the stifling load revealing. 

Though Nature forced; though like some captive 
guest, 

Some royal prisoner at his conqueror’s feast, 

An alien’s restless mood but half concealing, 

The sternness on his gentle brow confessed 
Sickness within and miserable feeling : 

Though obscure pangs made curses of his dreams, 
And dreaded sleep, each night repelled in vain. 

Each night was scattered by its own loud screams ; 
Yet never could his heart command, though fain. 
One deep full wish to be no moi'e in pain. 

That Hope, which was his inward bliss and boast, 
Which waned and died, yet ever near him stood. 
Though changed in nature, wander where he would — 
For Love’s despair is but Hope’s pining ghost I 
For this one hope he makes his hourly moan, 

He wishes and can wish for this alone I 

Pierced, as with light from Heaven, before its gleams 

(So the love-stricken visionary deems) 

N 




178 SIBYLLINE LEAVES. 

Disease would vanisli, like a summer-sliowor, 
Whose dews fling sunshine from the noontide bower ! 
Or let it stay ! yet this one Hope should give 
Such strength that he would bless his pains and live. 


THE HAPPY HUSBAND. 

A FRAGMENT. 

oft methinks, the while with Thee 
I breathe, as from my heart, thy dear 
And dedicated name, I hear 
A promise and a mystery, 

A pledge of more than passing life, 

Yea, in that very name of Wife ! 

A pulse of love, that ne’er can sleep ! 

A feeling that upbraids the heart 
With happiness beyond desert. 

That gladdens half requests to weep ! 

Nor bless I not the keener sense 
And unalarming turbulence 

Of transient joys, that ask no sting 
Prom jealous fears, or coy denying ; 

But born beneath Love’s brooding wing, 

And into tenderness soon dying, 

Wheel out their giddy moment, then 
Resign the soul to love again. 

A more precipitated vein 
Of notes, that eddy in the flow 
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Of smoothest song, they come, they go, 
And leave their sweeter nnderstraiii 
Its own sweet self— a love of Thee 
That seems, yet cannot greater be I 


RECOLLECTIONS OF LOVE. 


OW warm this woodland wild recess ! 
Love surely hath been breathing here; 
And this sweet bed of heath, my dear! 
Swells up, then sinks with fe-int caress, 
As if to have you yet more near. 

II. 

Eight springs have flown, since last I lay 
On seaward QuantocFs heathy hills, 

Where quiet sounds from hidden rills 

Float here and there, like things astray. 

And high o’er head the sky -lark shrills. 

HI. 

No voice as yet had made the air 
Be music with your name : yet why 
That asking look ? That yearning sigh ? 

That sense of promise everywhere? 

Beloved ! flew your spirit by? 

IV. 

As when a mother doth explore 
The rose-mark on her long lost child, 

I met, I loved you, maiden mild ! 




I So am YLUNB t r m. 

As whom I hng Ud 
So doo|)Jy hii5 I 

You 8to<K! boforo ma Ilka a tb«iitlit» 

A dream ramorntjawl i» « drmm* 

But wbon tho»o mwk ^ym dlil m^m 
'^'o tell mo, Ijow within ym w'ratt#ll-- 
0 Greta, donr tlumiwlia »fer«wi«s I 


Has not, sine© than, Ijow'a 
Has not Love’s whisjaar awrwwir, 
Boon coaseloiis, as thy ranurf 
Solo voioo* when other wioiii id«^ 
Boar undor-song i« otawwi^e wwtr. 


ON EB«VISmNG mm bea-shoee aith 

LONG AMIHOI, 

tnma mwm mmoAt* nmmmmukmm wm 

' iro »4T«»» 



OB bo with tbo% glsdDm# 0mm t 
How iWly I ttea mm aioftl 
and rnfm, and mo^m^ 

AxmI mm m tby 

:o ^0 mild 

a wa tea for «» dbiA ! *• 



SIBYLLINE LEAVES. 


I8l 

Fashion^s pining sons and dangliters, 

That seek the crowd they seem to fly. 

Trembling, they approach tliy waters ; 

And what cares Nature, if they die ? 

Me a thousand hopes and pleasures, 

A thousand recollections bland. 

Thoughts sublime, and stately measures, 
Eevisit on thy echoing strand : 

Dreams, (the soul herself forsaking,) 

Tearful raptures, boyish mirth ; 

Silent adorations, making 
A blessed shadow of this Earth I 

0 ye hopes, that stir within me, 

Health comes with you from above ! 

God is with me, God is in me 1 
I cannot die, if Life be Love. 
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III. MEDITATIVE POEMS 

IN BLANK YEKSB. 

Yea, lie deserves to find himself deceived, 

Who seeks a Heart in the unthinking Man. 

Like shadows on a sti'eam, the forms of life 
Impress their characters on the smooth forehead ; 
Nought sinks into the bosom’s silent depth. 

Quick sensibility of pain and pleasure 
Moves the light fluids lightly; but no Soul 
Warmeth the inner frame.”— Schiller. 


HYMN BEFORE SUNRISE, 

IN THE YALE OP CHAMOUNI. 

Besides the rivers, Arve and Arveiron, which have their 
sources in the foot of Mont Blanc, five conspicuous torrents 
rush down its sides ; and within a few paces of the Glaciers, 
the Gentiana Major grows in immense numbers, with its 
“ flowers of loveliest blue.” 

AST thou a charm to stay the morning- 
star 

In his steep course ? So long he seems 
to pause 

On thy bald awful head, 0 sovran Blanc ! 

The Arve and Arveiron at thy base 

Rave ceaselessly ; hut thou, most awful Form ! 

Risest from forth thy silent sea of pines, 

How silently ! Around thee and above 
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Deep is tlie air and darlj, substantial, black, 

An ebon mass : metbinks thou piercest it. 

As with a wedge ! But when I look again. 

It is tbine own calm borne, tby crystal sbrine, 

Thy habitation from eternity ! 

0 dread and silent Mount ! I gazed upon thee. 

Till thou, stiU present to the bodily sense, ^ 

Didst vanish from my thought : entranced in pray 

1 worshipped the Invisible alone. 

Yet, like some sweet beguiling melody, 

So s weet, we know not we are listening to it. 

Thou, the meanwhile, wast blending with my thong* 9" 

Yea, with my life and life’s own secret joy : 

Till the dilating Soul, enrapt, transfused, 

Into the mighty vision passing — ^there 

As in her natural form, swelled vast to Heaven . 

Awake, my soul ! not only passive praise 
Thou owest 1 not alone these swelling tears, 
vMute thanks and secret ecstacy ! Awake, ^ 

IVoice of sweet song! Awake, my Heart, awal^e - 
©reen vales and icy cliflfe, all join my Hymn. 

Thou first and chief, sole sovran of the Vale I 
struggling with the darkness all the night, 

ALnd visited all night by troops of stars, 

Or when they climb the sky or when they sink: : 
ijJompanion of the morning-star at dawn. 

Thyself earth’s rosy star, and of the dawn 
^^o-herald 1 wake, 0 wake, and utter praise ! 

^ho sank thy sunless pillars deep in Earth ? 

JffV'ho filled thy countenance with rosy light? 
i^ho made thee parent of perpetual streams ? 
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vou ye five wild torrents fiercely glad ! 

vlrftrenrtli, your speed, your fury, and your joy, 

Unceasing thunder and eternal foam? 

MdTho commanded (^d the silence came), 

^re let the billows stiffen, and have rest? 

Ye ice-falls ! ye that from the mountain’s brow 

Adown enormous ravines slope amain— _ 

To^Mts, methinks, that heard a mighty ^lee, 

A^d stopped at once amid their maddest plunge ! 
Motionless torrents ! silent cataracts . 
mo made you glorious as the 
B^eneath the keen full ™ 

Clothe you with rainbows ? ^o, imth living flowers 
Of loveliest blue, spread garlands at your feet ?- 
GtHl ! let the torrents, hke a shout of uatoon 
Answer ! and let the ioe-plains echo. Clod ! 

God' singyemeadow-streams with gladsome voice 
Ye pine-CTOves, with your soft and soul-hke sounds! 
And lliey too have a voice, yon piles of snow. 

And S ^eir perilous fall shaU thunder, God ! 

Te living flowers that skirt the eternal frost ! 

Te wild goats sporting round the eagle’s nest ! 

Ye eagles, play-mates of the mountam-storm 
Ye lightnings, the dread arrows of the clouds I 
Ye s&as ’and wonders of the element ! ^ 

¥tfeer^fort3i God, and fill the hills mth praise 1 
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Thou too, hoar Mount! thy shy-pointing 
peaks, 

Oft from whose feet the avalanche, unheard, 

Shoots downward, glittering through the pure serene. 
Into the depth of clouds that veil thy breast— 

Thou too again, stupendous Mountain ! thou 
That as I raise my head, awhile bowed low 
In adoration, upward from thy base 
Slow-travelling with dim eyes sufftised with tears, 
Solemnly seemest, like a vapoury cloud. 

To rise before me — Rise, 0 ever rise. 

Rise like a cloud of incense, from the earth I 
Thou kingly spirit throned among the hills, 

Thou dread ambassador from earth to heaven. 

Great hierarch ! tell thou the silent sky. 

And tell the stars, and tell yon rising sun. 

Earth, with her thousand voices, praises God. 


LINES 

WRITTEN IN THE ALBUM AT ELBXNGBRODE, IN THE 
HART2 FOREST. 

STOOD on Brocken’s* sovran height, 
and saw 

Woods crowding upon woods, hills over 
hills, 

A surging scene, and only limited 
By the blue distance. Heavily my way 
Downward I dragged through fir groves evermore, 
Where bright green moss heaves in sepulchral forma 

* The highest moQntain in the Hartz, and indeed in North 
Q-ermany. 
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SiKwkled wth snnBliino j nmt, but Holdom lienrdj 
Tug 0 woo 6 blrtl** aoiig bGoomo an liollow aouiid f 
And tlio browe, mumuring indiWslbly, 

Proaeryod ita aoloran murmur moat fljatinoti 
Prom many a note of mmiy a wAtorfall, 

And tho brooVa clmfctor; 'mid nboao Idofc itonoa 
Tho dingy kidilng Tfitli ita tinkling boil 
Loapdd ifolicaomo* or old romantic gonfc 
Sflto, blfl Trliito board slow waving, I moved on 
In low and languid mood • Tor I had found 
That outward forms, tbo loftioat, stiil rocoivo 
Tlioir floor Infliionoo from tho llfo within i 
Pair oipliora of yaguo Import, whom tho oyo 
Tmocfl no fl|)Ot, in whioh tho Hoart nia^ md 
History or prophooy of fdond, or child, 

Or gontio maid, onr Amt and early loro. 

Or father, or tho vonoroblo name 
Of onr ndorod ooimtry 1 0 thou Quccib 
Thou delegated deity of oarth, 

0 dear, door England I Jiow my longing oyo 
Turned woshvnrd, shaping in tho a toady clouda 
Thy Bonds and high wMto oliflb 1 

My native land I 

Pilled with the thought of tboo thla heart woe proud, 
Yon, mino oyo swam with tonrs : that all tho view 
Prom sovran Brookon, woods and woody liills, 
Floated away, like a departing droain, , 

Pooblo and dim 1 Stronger, thoao impulaos 

^ ” When I hnve gawd 

From toma hish OTiiineneo on goodly vpJoji, 

AndiOoU and '^IWu omboworod bolow, 

The thoDglit would xijo thhC nil lo me wns Dtnnge 
^mlil tho BOMOi 00 fkir, nor one imetll ipob 
Where mjr tired mind might rotL and aall It home ** 
Bourn ay's I/ytm to t/u fVwatsfc 
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Blame thou not lightly ; nor will I profane, 
With hasty judgment or injurious douht. 

That man^a suhHmer spirit, who can. feel 
That Bod is everywhere ! the God who framed 
Mankind to he one mighty family, 

Himself our Father, and the World our Home. 


ON OBSERVING A BLOSSOM 

ON THE 1st of febeuary, 1796. 

^gO^^^IWEET Flower! that peeping from thy 
russet stem 

Unfoldest timidly, (for in strange sort 
This dark, frie2e-coated, hoarse, teeth- 
chattering Month 

Hath borrowed Zephyr’s voice, and gazed upon thee 
With blue voluptuous eye) alas, poor Flower ! 

These are but flatteries of the faithless year. 
Perchance, escaped its unknown polar cave, 

E’en now the keen North-East is on its way. 

Flower that must perish ! shall I hken thee 
To some sweet girl of too too rapid growth 
Nipped by consumption, ’mid untimely charms ? 

Or to Bristowa’s Bard* the wondrous boy ! 

An amaranth, which earth scarce seemed to own, 
Blooming, mid poverty’s drear wintry waste. 

Till disappointment came, and pelting wrong 
Beat it to earth ? or with indignant grief 
Shall I compare thee to poor Poland’s hope. 

Bright flower of hope killed in the opening bud ? 

♦ Chatterton. 
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^’iiTOTTeH, Hwcefc LIobsoiu I bobtor fn^j bo tliino 
And mock my boding I Dini Hinnlitii(lc.s 
■\7caying in niortnl ebminfl, Vvo Rtob'H 01 m liom- 
From fijixioiiB BoU^ Llfo^H critol tuKk— mustor I 
And the irnrrn TvooingJ* of tliis Himny dny 
Troinblo along my fmino mid Imiinonixo 
The attenipGi'otl organ, timt t«'cn llidiiftb Ih 

Hlx with Bome nweot soiiantioiiH, Hko hnrftli tuiius 
Played doftly on a Bollt-toiicd i nstr union t. 


THE EOLIAT^ JIAltP. 

OOMPOaun at CLEVnUOK, flOMKHeiiTHIllllUr 

T ponaivo Sural thy aoft olH>ok rcrlinoil 
Thus on mine arm, most aootlifiig Hwoofc 
it ia 

To ait bcaldo our cot, onv oofco’orgrowii 
With whifo-floworotl Jaamin, niul fcFio brand-lancd 
myrtle, 

(ilcefc emblema they of Innocnico find Love 1) 

And Tmtch tlio oIoucIb, tlint Into woro lieh wltliHglit, 
SloTf Baddoniag round, and nmrlc tlio n(ar of o\o 
Serenely britllimfc ^uoh aliould wifwhiiii ho) 

Shine oppoaitol How oxqiitsito fcho aeonta 
S patch cd from yon bean- field I find fcho \rnrld ho 
hiiBbod 1 

The atiUy murmicr of tlio diataiit HOii 
Telia ua of ailonco. And that sirnploat lute, 

Placed length-ways in tho olnajdiig cuHomoiit, linrk I 
How by tho desultory brc<J £0 onroBaod, 
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Like some coy maid kalf-yieldiug to Iier lover, 

It pours such sweet upbraiding, as must needs 
Tempt to repeat the wrong ! And now, its strings 
Boldlier swept, the long seq^uacious notes 
Over delicious surges sink and rise, 

Such a soft floating witchery of sound 
As twilight Elfins make, when they at eve 
Voyage on gentle gales from Fairy-Land, 

Where melodies round honey-dropping flowers, 
Footless and wild, like birds of Paradise, 

Nor pause, nor perch, hovering on untamed wing ! 
0 ! the one life, within ns and abroad, ^ 

Which meets all motion, and becomes its soul, 

A light in sound, a sound-like power in light. 
Rhythm in all thought, and joyance everywhere. 
Methinks, it should have been impossible 
Not to love all things in a world so filled, 

Where the breeze warbles and the mute stiU air, 

Is Music slumbering on her instrument ! 

And thus, my love ! as on the midway slope 
Of yonder hill I stretch my limbs at noon, 

Whilst through my half-closed eye-lids I behold 
The sunbeams dance, like diamonds, on the main, 
^d tranquil muse upon tranquiUity; 

Full many a thought uncalled and undetained, 

And many idle flitting phantasies, 

Traverse my indolent and passive brain. 

As wild and various as the random gales 
That swell and flutter on this subject lute I 

And what if all of animated nature 
Be hut organic harps diversly framed. 

That tremble into thought, as o’er them sweeps 
Plastic and vast, one intellectual breeze, 

At once the Soul of each, and God of all ? 
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13ut tliy more acrloua oyo a iniM reproof 
Btirte, 0 beJovctl womnn 1 nor mioli tliouf^lilR 
Dim nml unlmllow<Kl <loAt tliou not rqjert* 

And l)i(i(lcBb mo wolU Iminbly with my OocL 
iltiok (liuijglitor 111 tlio fomily of Olinst I 
TVoU liaat tliou suit! and liolily (liN|inu«vl 
Tlicao Blmpinga of tlio unrogoiiornto mind, 

Bnbblea that glitter fu» they riflo And bM'ok 
On Tain Pliiloaopliy'aftyo-ljabWinff 
J?or nover gulltloa*) may I ajKiak of Uim, 

I’ho Incomprolionsililo 1 eavo whon v-itli aivo 
I praiftO Him, and with faith that inly IooIh; 

Who with nifi saving mercies honlctl mo, 

A aiuAil and nioafe miaorahlo ninn, 

Wildorwl and daik, Riul ffAvo mo to ]iflasCflH 
Peace, and this cot, niulthoo, hcnrt-honoiircil ifaid I 


IlEPJ.)5OTJ0IfS 

ON HAVINO liBPr A rOACH OPJlKrillKMHN’r, 

“Sentioiil propiora." — lloii. 

OW wna onr pretty cot ; our tallest rose 
Peepcnl at tho oh aml>er- window. Wo 
could hear 

, At sileufc noon, and o\o, and early morn, 
Tim soa’fl faint mnmnir. In tho oiwn nlr 
Our injTtlcs Llogaomcd} and across thn poreli 
Thickjjiamins twined i tho Iittlo Iandacai>cs rouml 
"Waa greoQ and woody, and rofreahod tho eye. 

It WAS A spot which yon miglifc apUy call 
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The Valley of Seclusion ! Once I saw 
(Hallowing his Sabbath-day by quietness) 

A wealthy son of commerce saunter by, 

Bristowa’s citizen : methougbt, it calmed 
His thirst of idle gold, and made him , 

With wiser feelings ; for he paused, and loolcea 
With a pleased sadness, and gazed all around, 

Tlien eyed our Cottage, and gazed round again, 

And sighed, and said, it was a Blessed Place. 

And we were blessed. Oft with patient ear 
Long-listening to the viewless sky-lark s note 
(Viewless, or haply for a moment seen 
Gleaming on sunny wings) in whispered tones 
IVe said to my beloved, Such, sweet girl . 

The inobtrusive song of happiness. 

Unearthly minstrelsy I then only heard , * 

When the soul seeks to hear ; when all is hushe # 
And the heart listens !” 

But the time, when first; 
Prom that low dell, steep up the stony mount 
I climbed with perilous toil and reached the top. 

Oh I what a goodly scene I Hero the bleak m(mn ^ 
The bare bleak mountain speckled thin with ' 

Grey clouds, that shadowing spot the sunny tieias , 
And river, now with bushy rocks o’erbrowed, 

Now winding bright and full, with naked banks ; 

And seats, and lawns, the Abbey, and the wood. 

And cots, and hamlets, and faint city-spire : 

The channel there, the islands and white saUs, 

Dim coasts, andcloud-like hills, and shoreless Ocean- 
It seemed like Omnipresence! God, methought^ 
Had built Him there a temple : the whole woria 
Seemed imaged in its vast circumference. 
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Ko Tvieh propha 116(1 ni 7 ovomholincd Imatt, 

Blost hour I It ^as a Iiixory,— to bo ! 

Ahl quiot dell 1 (lonr cob I nnd mount miljliniol 
I wftn cona trained to quit yon. Wns it rig-lit, 

"Wlnle my uiinunibcrod brotliron toilodniid lileil, 
That I alioulil dronm away tlio on I mated hmirH 
On roso-leaf liedfl, |)ani|ioriiig tlio cownnl licnrt 
feelings nil too dclicftto foi uho ? 

Swoofcig tbe tofir that Atim aomo Howard b oyo 
ProiH on tho cheek of one ho Hftn from onrtli : 

And lie, fclinfc irorlta mo good witli unmoved fiico, 
Poos it but linlf he chills nio while ho mda^ 
lly boncCictoo my brother maul 
Yet oron this, fclna cold boncfleoiico, 

Prmso, pmiBo iti 0 my soul 1 oft; aw thou acann’flt 
Tho sluggard Pity’s vifllou-Mmlug triho ! 

■\yiio aigh for \mjtebwlnes3, yofe ahuil tho wretoliccl, 

Nursing in somo delicious eolitudo 

Tlioir elotliftil loros and tlnliity aynqxithit'B! 

I thoroforo go, auil join licnd, heart, nnd Imiul, 
Active and firm, to fight tho blood less fight 
Of acioncc, freedou^, and tho tmth in OLrist. 

Tot oft whon after honournblo toll 
Rests tho tii-ed iniiuh and wall lug lovos to dream, 
My spirit bIioII roiait tlico, dear Cot I 
Thy jasmin niul thy wIndow-iKKqang roBo, 

And niyrtloa fenrlcas of tho tnild aea-nir. 

And I ahnll sigh fond wjalios — snoot al>odo ! 

Ah 1 — ^liad none groator 1 And tliat all had sucli i 
Ifc might bo «€ — but tho time ia not yot. 

Spend it, 0 Putlior 1 Lot Tliy kingdom como ! 
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TO TIIK RKV. OKOIKJK (JULKlilDlM':, 

0>’ OTTKUY HT. 11AHY> IHA'ON 
wiTri HOMK rovMrt, 

"N<ituH In rrntrri iinhnl jmlornl.*’ 

IltHl ( lili. I. If 

IJIiKHHKD lot liflth J»’, wlio 

IIIh )oiilh and cnrl^Y iiiiuiIiiiitiI iu iliorilir 
And Inruitn) cil' tlio world, ndrouh at 
Icnjrth, 

With cnroH thul iiio\o, not a/^ilnto llii» Iirnrl, 

To tho Hnnn> dwelling nlaTo liirtTiitln'r dnoh ; 

And Imply viowa Ihh totloiiuK htilo oiioh 
J'!ndirnoi> thono n^od kiuMfS and t h)n1» timl ln]j, 

Oh which PtrAt kiioolinf^ hin onii lufuiicy 

IjUimhI ilshnfdjfrftyor. Such, Oiny cniioil [‘ViriuO 

I'liy hit, and Kuuh thy lirothora too riijoy. 

Ab diHtanco dul yo oliinh lifo'H aplinul vouil, 

Yofc chuoiod and ch^'rin^^ now fiutoinnl lovo 
Hath drawn yon to ono cuiitro. Jht your diiyo 
Hoiy, and Idrat and bloHMing nmy yt) Ino ( 

To mo tho littnnnl Windoin liulli diH|H»nHi'd 
A difforcnt forinno and inoro ihU'ortmt mind— 

Mo from tho hjiot whoro llmL 1 lij»lit, 

Too Hoon trftimjdiuitcd, uro uiv mad had iKwl 
Ila lirnt doinoatic 1 u\oh; and (loiico throu^di lifo 
OhnHinpf Ldmnro-'Htiutcd IrioiLddiipM. A hrnd' whilu 
iSoino luivo proHoivod mo tVoin pohuid iKh; 

0 
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But, like a tree with leaves of feeble stem, 

If the clouds lasted, and a sudden breeze 
Buffled the houghs, they on my head at once 
Dropped the collected shower; and some most falser, 
Balse and fair foliaged as the ilancluneel, 

Have tempted me to slumber in their sliado 
E'en mid the storm; then breathing subtlest damps. 
Mixed their own venom with the rain from Ileaveii, 
That I woke poisoned ! But, all praise to Him 
MTio gives us all things, more have yielded mo 
Permanent shelter; and beside one friend, 

Beneath the impervious covert of one oak, 

IVe raised a lowly shed, and know the names 
Of husband and of father; not unhearing 
Of that divine and nightly- whispering voice, 

Which from my childhood to maturer years 
Spake to me of predestinated wreaths. 

Bright with no fading colours I 


Yet at times 

My soul is sad, that I Lave roamed through life 
Still most a Stranger, most with naked heart 
At mine own home and birth-place i chiefly then, 
When I remember thee, my earliest Friend 1 
Thee, who didst watch my boy-hood and my youth ; 
Didst trace my wanderings with a father's eye; 

And boding evil yet still hoping good 
Bebuked each fault, and over all my woes 
Sorrowed in silence ! He who counts alone 
The beatings of the solitary hetirt. 

That Being knows, how I have loved thee ever. 
Loved as a brother, as a son revered thee I 
Ph ! 'tis to me an ever new delight 
To t^k of thee and thine ; or when the blast 
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Of the shrill winter, rattling our rude sash, 

Endears the cleanly hearth and social bowl ; 

Or when as now, on some delicious eve. 

We in our sweet sequestered orchard-plot 
Sit on the tree crooked earth-ward; whose old houghs. 
That hang above us in an arborous roof, 

Stirred by the faint gale of departing May, 

Send their loose blossoms slanting o^er our heads ! 

Nor dost not thou sometimes recall those hours. 
When with the joy of hope thou gav’st thine ear 
To my wild firstiing-lays. Since then my song 
Hath sounded deeper notes, such as beseem 
Or that sad wisdom folly leaves behind, 

Or such as, tuned to these tumultuous times. 

Cope with the tempest’s sweU. ! 

These various strains. 

Which I have framed in many a various mood, 
Accept, my brother ! and (for some perchance 
Will strike discordant on thy milder mind) 

If aught of error or intemperate truth 
Should meet thine ear, think thou that riper age 
Will calm it down, and let thy love forgive it! 


INSCRIPTION 

rOE A FOUNTAIN ON A HEATH. 

HIS Sycamore, oft musical with bees, — 
Such tents the Patriarchs loved I 0 long 
unharmed 

May all its aged houghs o’er-canopy 
The small round basin, which this jutting stone 
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Keeps pnro from fnlliiig 1 fjotig may tlu' 
Quiolly iw a Bleeping inrniit ^8 hmiHi, 

Send up cold >Tntew to fclio tm Toiler 
With soft niid evoii pidao I Kor ovor {'cnfl(‘ 

Yon tiny cono ofRnnd itJi floundh“ifl dnni(', 

Which at tlio bottom, like a I'niry’n |)ngr, 

Ab merry nnd no taller^ dnneen ntill, 

Nor wrinkloH tlm einooth Hurfneo of the foiinf. 

IToro twilight is and 0001110*111: lino la inoas, 

A Boft Beat, and a deep and mnplo olmdu. 
niou may'at toil far find llntl 110 second trcis 
Dnnk, Pilgrim, horol lloro rest I and if thy lu'mc 
Bo innocent, horo too ahalt thou lehcBli 
Thy Spirit, listening to eome gentle sound, 

Or pawling gnlo or hum of innrtmiring bcoH ! 


A T0MBLES3 EPITAPH. 

TS tmo, Idoloclimtos Sntyrniiol 
(So call linn, forgo mingling lihiino wilh 
pmiee 

Aiidainilofl witli uii\ ions looks, liis ondieHi 
frioiids, 

Afnakiiig hie bfrth-nniuo, wont to clminotur 
His wild-wood innoy nud im|>otuoii8 /cnl,) 

^Tifl truo that, paHsionato for niiciont tiutliH 
And honouring with religions lovo the Ureat 
Of older times, ho hated to excess. 

With an luiqinot and intolerant scom. 

The hollow puppets of a liollow age, 

Ever idolatfOUB, and clianguig evoi 

Ita worthlcM Idols 1 leaniing, power, and tiinn, 
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(Too much of aU) thus -(vasting in vain war 
Of fervid colloquy. Sictoesa, ’tis tru^. 

Whole years of weary days, hesiepd hm close. 
Even to the gates and inlets of his 1® • 

But it is true, no less, that strenuous, firm. 

And with a natural gladness, he maintained 
The citadel unconquered, and in joy 
Was strong to follow tii© delightful Muse. 

For not a hidden path, that to the shades 
Of the heloved Parnassian forest leads. 

Lurked undiscovered by Wm : »ot » "11 
Thore issues from the fbxint of Hippocrene, 

But he had traced it upward to its source, 

Throug-h opea glade, darh glen, and secret , 

Knew the gay wild flowers on its hanks, an 
Its med’cinable herbs. Yea, oft alone, 

Piercing the long-neg'I®^^®^ (»ve, 

The haunt obscure of old Philosophy, 

He hade with lifted torch its starry walls 
Sparkle, as erst they sparkled to the flame 
Of odorous lamps tended by Saint and bage. ^ 

O framed for calmer times and nohler hearts . 

O studious Poet, cloqL’uent for truth . 

Philosopher ! confero»mg wealth and doatn. 

Yet docile, childlike, full of Life and Love . 

Here, rather than on monument^ stone. 

This record of thy worth thy Fnend inscribes. 
Thoughtful, with quiet tears upon his cheeK. 
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THIS LIME-TREE UOTPEK I'RISON. 


AT>rBRTlBB3JBNT. 

Id tha Jupo of 17fl7**oni ft loncr-oxp(?cl©<l Fj'ie-nilflp'iUl 
to the nnlhor'i tottupe, mid ou the morn1i>H of llU'iL’UTrlTfd, 
lie met with an (ic<‘idcnl, wUoh disabled l»iin froDi wulklag 
darlus tho whole liioo of their ibiy. Ono OTonlapr, >vnon 
ibcy had lo(l him for a few hoursjio oompoaud thu follow I 
lloeilD the gardcn-ljowur 



|ELL, they oro gt>no^ nnd hefo muF?t I ro- 
mnin, 

Thia limo-treo bowor my pHson ! I linvo 

lost 

Boautica and feelings, euob ns would 3mvo lie on 
Sloat sweet to my ronionibrnnco, ovoii when njfO 
Had dimmed mino oyew to bliiiduoatt ! Tlioy, menn- 
while, 

Friend H, wliora I never nioro may moot nfiftlii, 

Oq springy hen til, nlongj tlio lull- top oclpfc, 
■Wnndoriii glndneas, nnd wind do'wri, poi-olinnce. 

To thnt erill roaring dell, of which I toldj 
Tlio ronnng doll, o^onvoodod, narrow, deep, 
only Bpooklcd by tho niid-dfvy Sun , 

WliGrc ita alini tnmk tho fish from rook to r(X)h 
Fliiipa arching lilco li bridge } — tlmt brniichlcsa nnli, 
Unsiiniiod and damp, who'^o fo\T poor y<dlow lonvoH 
No*er tremble in the gnio, yot tromblo atlll. 

Fanned by tho water-fall J and tlioro my fritinda 
Bobold tho dark greon fUo of long- Ifink woods* 


^ Of lung iaiik TOtrftff.] The Asplcniunv Scf^O])€ud} 
cftlled in icma counlrlos tile Adder's Torinue, Ip othcra the 
Uait^s Tongue, hut Wither! un glraa Uio Addor'a Toiij^uo iia 
the trivial URmft of Ihu Opfitoglossiun only. 
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That nU nfc oncn (a moHt rniitauLm 

BHll imil ami bonrath Ilia (lrin|uii|^ ailna 

OF tliu hliio clay-Htono. 

Now, ni) I’rii'mlrt aiiu 
Jlraratli tlio wiilo wulo UcnM'ii- ami >ln\v n^niii 
Tl^o inaii>--Ht<io|ila(l Imrlt imij'iuib’aiit 
Of liiily liolilH ami mt'ailowHj and tin* 

'VVitli HOino fall' barU, whuMn jjuiIr up 

Tlui alip of amootli ok'ar him* bot^vixl Iwa iwb^s 
Of piiiiilo Hliadmy l Yra! Uiav iinmltT im 
In ^laducHH nil; hut ilioii, iiK'OiiukH, mont rIpuI, 
gtMiflo-lmarft'il (ylmrli'H ! (of (liou liimt pimnl 
j\n<l fiuiiRorod nftov Nnfum, many a yt^ar, 

III Llio j^ioat City pi'iit, willlliu^f Miv \><iy 
^Vilh had yt't ]>atu‘i)t hoii)| ihioii^Hi v\\] mul imiii 
Anil hlmn^ai ralnmily 1 A)i t Hli>s\ly mule 
Ihihiml tiu^ WKHtoru rlili^o, tlioii i^lonnuH mm ! 

Bhiiio in tlm wlaiit bi^nma of (Im Hinhiu^ u»'l> 

Ya jairjiln IirallwRawmfl 1 rloiiluT hurUt yn oIoikIh 1 
IjIs'O in tlu) ynllmv yn diHlimt ;(ruM*rtl 
Autl kinf)lu> tliou bluo uccnii 1 Hn my I'^riuml 
Struck ssitfi joy juay ulniuh im 1 ?in\« afooil* 
tiiimit HiYUiHuiiipr roniul 

Oil tbo \Tu(o Iiim(Hri]) 0 , till nil tffilli Hocm 
Tic^a ^lORK than iinrhly ; iiml of miuli liurH 
As ^oil tim Aliuipflii.v Spirit, 'vlum Hi* uinkca 
Hiiirits iion'('l\o Jlla proHmiro. 

A tlihgfit, 

Camel fluililou on my (imrt> niul I am tilrnl 
Ah I riivRuif wcvn timio I Nop in llim iioiM*!*, 

Tliia Uulo liino-lrt'O lauvor, liiviu \ not inarkud 
JIulIi that has wmtlicil nui. I'alo bmicntli Umhliifo 
tho truinmaront lulingu; luul I iwitelu'd 
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Some broad and ««iinv loved to nro 

The shadow of tlio leaf/md stoin nbovo 
r)n]>pl[f]g ifs 8 ml a 111 no 1 And that wnf nut- Ireo 
Wna nchly tinged, aud a dooii imlinnoe 
Full on tho ftiicient ivy, wliicli iisur])q 
TIidso fronting c3m9, and now, witli hlachoab nwiRa 
Mnkca thoir dark brandies glonm a liglitor line 
Through the lute twilight and though now tlio bnt 
^nicely fiilont 1)V, Rnd nob Ji awnllow twittora, 

Yot still tho sol i tan ^ Inimblo heo 

Sings in tho benn-flowor •! ironcofortb T slinll hno^v 

That Jfaturo iio’or dogorta tlio witio and pim*, 

No plot so narrow, bo hut Nnturo there, 

No wHBto au Tiiennt, btifc may well employ 
Each faculty of uoneo, and Jtocp tlio lioarfc 
Awnko to lovo nnd bcniit/ ! and aomofciines 
well to bo ho roll of pronii'wd good, 

Tliat we limy lit> tlio aoul, mid coutomplato 
With lively joy tho joys >vo cannot simro, 

My gentlo-hearted Charloa I when tho Inst rook 
Beat Its straight path along tlio dusky air 
HomLMvnrdaj I bloat it 1 dcoming, its block wing 
(Now a alini apock, now ranisliing in light) 

Hod crossed tho mighty orVs diJatoiI glory, 

MTiilo tlion stood ’sfc gating j or when all nafl Btill, 
Flow creaking* o'oi thy Jiemt, and had a clinnn 
For tlioe, niy gontlo-lioartcd CImeles, to whom 
No siumd ta digsouant wbioli tolla oflifo. 

• FJptv creoAinff'] ftomo months aflor I Iintl wriltoa Ihla 
Udo, It gave ma ploainia to obMona lhat IlarlrAm Imd 
ohiuTTCd the same ciroums-tanca of iho Hjirucuia CJrano 
“ WTien theae birds move their wlngti In fliplit, Ihrh' alrolea 
nra »Jcw, tnodvniU) and iwaJni*; und «veu when at a unii- 
tiderable rtiilaaceor bigb nT>ovo ds. wo |ilulnlyhunr tho quill- 
feather#, their Bhnfb anil vreba ujioii ono anolhor creaU na 
the JoIdU or worhlog of a veasol lu a tGiiipeelnoUH #ca ” 
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TO A FEIEND 

WHO HAH HECLAEED HIS INTENTION OE WRITING 
NO MORE POETRY. 

EAR Charles ! whilst yet thou wert a 
babe, I ween 

That Genius plunged thee in that wizard 
fount 

Hight Castalie ; and (sureties of thy faith) 

That Pity and Simplicity stood by, 

And promised for thee, that thou shouldst renounce 
The world’s low cares and lying vanities, 

Stedfast and rooted in the heavenly Muse, 

And washed and sanctified to Poesy. 

Yes — thou wert plunged, but with forgetful hand 
Held, as by Thetis erst her warrior son : 

And with tliose recreant unbaptized heels 
Thou’rt flying from thy bounden ministeries- — 

So sore it seems and burthensome a task 
To weave unwithering flowers ! But take thou heed ! 
Pot thou art vulnerable, wild-eyed Boy, 

And I have arrows* mystically dipt, 

Such as may stop thy speed. Is thy Burns dead ? 
And shall he die wnwept, and sink to earth 
Without the meed of one melodious tear ? ” 

Thy Burns, and Nature’s own beloved bard, 

Who to the Illustrious f of his native Land 
So properly did look for Patronage.” 

* Vide Find. Olym. ii. 1. 150. 

t Verbatim from Burns's dedication of Ms Poena tq the No- 
bility and Gentry of the Caledonian Hunt. 
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Ghost of lIiDConnB 1 hWo tliy hliiHliliifr fnoo ! 

Tliey Bnntohed liimfroni tlioHickluftiid tiui plonijli— 
To guago alo-firkiiifl. 

Oil ! Toi nlmnio rot^inj I 
On a hloak rock, miflwfiy tlio Aiminn inoiiii^ 

Thoro fltnnilB a lono nnd iiiolnnokoly trofv 
mofloagod bi-niialiefi to tUo mulmvlit blast 
Malfo Holeiim iniiBic : pin ok iM durkcnt hoiiph, 

Ero yot tlio imwliolcflomo niglitHlow be oxbali d, 
And woojiing Tvroatli it round tliv Poot'a tnmli. 
Then in tlio outakirts, wlioio pollutions grow, 

Pick tho rank bon ban o and the duflky IIoshth 
O f niglit-alindo, or its rod mid tempting t'riiil, 
Tlicsointh atoppwl nostril and gloyo-ffiianlfxl lianil 
Knit m nice intortoxtiu'o^ bo to twino 
Tho illufltrioiia biw of Scotch Nobility, 

1708 


TO WILI/IAkt WOEDSWORTIT. 


COMPOSBD ON TUB NIOIIT it^'TOR IllB KTIOITATION 
OP A POBII ON TUn OROWTri OF AN 
INBlVlDUAFi BUND, 

UlEND of tlio wise 1 and tcaolior of llio 
good ! 

Into my heart Iiuto T rocolved Mint lay 

More than biatorio, tlmt proplmlii) lay 

Wherein (high tbomo by tlieo first sung nriglit) 

Of tho foundatioiiH mid tho biiilditig up 
Of a Hnninn Spirit, lliou 111 tat dnrod to toll 
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Wliat may be told, to the understanding mind 
3?levealable ; and what witliin the mind. 

Sy vitjil breathings, like the secret soul 
Of vernal growth, offc quickens in the heart 
Thoughts all too deep for words ! — 

Theme hard as high ! 

Of smiles spontaneous, and mysterious fears 
(The first-bom they of Reason and twin-birth) 

Of tides obedient to external fbrce. 

And currents self-determined, as might seem, 

Or by some inner power; of moments awful, 

JS” ow in thy inner life, and now abroad, 

When power streamed from thee, and thy soul re- 
ceived 

The light reflected, as a light bestowed — 

Of fancies fair, and milder hours of youth, 

Hyblean murmurs of poetic thoxight 
Industrious in its joy, in vales and glens 
I^ative or outland, lakes and famous hills 1 
Or on the lonely high-road, when the stars 
W'ere rising ; or hy secret mountain -streams,. 

The guides and the companions of thy way ! 

Of more than fancy, of the social sense 
Distending wide, and man beloved as man, 

"Where France in all her towns lay vibrating 
lEven as a bark becalmed beneath the hurst 
Of Heaven's immediate thunder, when no cloud 
Is visible, or shadow on the main. 

Dor thou wert there, thine own brows garlanded, 
Amid the tremor of a realm aglow, 

Amid a mighty nation jubilant, 

Wheu from the general heart of human kind 
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llojio foi til liko a ruK-liuni Dnity I 

or timt (lofir iropo afllrctcd and Htnick 

So Bumnioiicfl liofiiownnlj Oirricefortli I'nlin find hiiix> 
From Hio flrcatl watch- tow^or of inini’H nlisolut-o Sulf 
With light itnwniiiiig on lior oyrn, to look 
Fnr on — horflclf ii ijloiy to hohohl, 

Tho Augol of Cho vision 1 Thon (Inst ahnin) 
or Duty, ohoBon InwH controlling oliotci', 

Actiou and joy 1 — An or|)hic soii^ iinlrod, 

A aongf ilKino of liij^;h nnd pnsajoimti^ tliouglil'Jj 
To thoir own music clmnntod 1 


0 groftfc Uni'll ! 

Ero yot that last sti'iun dying awwl (lio nir, 

AVith stcdfnst oyo I viowod tlieo in tlio olioir 
Of ov'cr-ondiiTing nion, ^J^ho truly gn‘nt 
Have nil ono ngo, nnd from otio vinildo njinco 
Shod infliioncQ J They, both m i>ower anil nrt, 

Aio ponunnont, find Time w not with tlii-iiij 
Sn\o a a it woihotli for tlioin, Hioy in ft, 

Nor less a aiicred roll, than thiwo of old, 

And to bo pinced, na tlioy, iviLh gmdirnl fnnio 
Among tho archives of mnnkiiul, thy work 
ifftkoB nutliblo n linUod lay of truth, 

Of truth profound n siveofc coiitlnnoua lay, 

Noblcnriit, but native, hor oivn natural tiolrni 1 
Ah! ns I listened with n heart forlorn 
The palfiCB of my being boat nnow: 

And even ns !ifo rohiina U|K)n tho drowned, 

Lifo'ojciy roknidling rouHcd a throng of t>jiiiiH — 
Keon pangs of lore, awniteiiiiig an a Imho 
Tiirbiilont, with an outcry in tlio lioaitj 
And feara solf-willcd, that ahiinrioil the oyo of ht>]ie; 
And hope that dcai-co would know ilHoIf Iroin fbn i- j 
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Sense of past youth, and manhood com^e in vain^, 
And genius given, and knowledge won in vain ; 
And all which I had culled in wood-walks wild, 
And all which patient toil had reared, and all, 
Commune with thee had opened out—hut flowers 
Strewed on my corse, and home upon my bier. 

In the same coflin, for the self-same grave 1 

That way no nnore ! and ill beseems it me. 
Who came a welcomer in herald’s guise, 

Singing of glory, and futurity, 

To waudor back on such unhealthful road. 
Plucking the poisons of self-harm ! And ill 
Such intertwine beseems triumphal wreaths 
Strewed before thy advancing ! 


Nor do thou, 

Sage Bard I impair the memory of that hour 
Of thy communion with my nobler mind 
By pity or grief, already felt too long ! 

Nor let my words import more blame than needs. 
The tumult rose and ceased : for peace is nigh 
Wliere wisdom’s voice has found a listening heart. 
Amid the howl of more than wintry storms. 

The halcyon hears the voice of vernal hours 
Already on the wing ! 


Eve following eve, 

Bear tranquil time, when the sweet sense of home 
Is sweetest ! moments for their own sake hailed 
And more desired, more precious for thy song, 

In silence listening, like a devout child. 

My soul lay passive, by thy various strain 
Briven, as in surges now beneath the stars, 
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W^ith tuomciif'ii'y «wii hirdi, 

Fair ronHlt‘llaU‘<l Cuniit/ «lill durHrif^ <ili’ 

Jjito Lli« dark HI 'Hh ; now a Innaiuil fhi, 

OutfipitNitl arid Ijri^ld^ }<'t (.0 (liu moon. 

Anil I’l'li'iid ! iijy I’oiiil'orliT jiMil ^iiiidol 

St rone- HI tliJ'Holi; mill (iouitIiiI to 
Tl>y loH^ hhhUiihimI Shok linntlv rlnwcd, 

And tliy danp ^oiro Imd (Itnii lli3H(*|f 

AWfc Htill htdoni iny iM'i*. uniJ roimii im |i<)(h 
Tlinb Jiappy nl' In loM^tl 

ymircu lioiiwiniiH, 11 ml V'l i'omhiihuh ofilm’IdHo 
I ftjito, 111)' lii'iij;; Mi'inlnil in niur llmigdit 
(Tlionjtlifc WHH ifcV or nspiraliori V or rrHuhoV) 
Abfiorljoil> yot Hhll iipioi (lio hiiiihiI — 

And wliwi i ruHL', 1 ibuinl niyHoirin [iiayrr. 




TriK NJ(lUTliV(UU:; 


A CONVKIlHATIOJf roE'f. WHimiN iw Ai’ior., 1708. 


O cloiidt no rrim of dm Huukon iliiy 
DlntinuniolmH tlm Wont, no liiii;r tlnn hllp 

OrHiillori Ifftlit, rioiihmiroln'iMliliii^liiicM, 

Conii'i A>t' will vmi on (hiH old ino'^sy 
brid^o 1 

You RDO tlio iilirninm' oi‘ tlio rIk^uth iKMiCiUlij 



* <*Alirnndriil fdioo at iiMirmiitary ialor 

'HTilfl coarbi'il hy (lui hIiIh nl ilu' MYrA a run’, oral liltin 
Btai'A of Uiiiiio ilariocit null hiairliK’il anil u«'hl nal In It ' iiiul 
tatfryuowfuul llii'U ik'laiilniaailK nf Mik \Tfilfi' rlmiel- 

llkit foum (lurtcil fi-niii Ilia \ < h<<i I'h i»|i|i<, i in ti \tl(U ift u\,u 

nnjall roiiiC4:'jln1loii. iiA-i>r fini »•< a« aail iniL fit hlylit 

like nTnrtur troojioVL’r a vllili I'lioi ' 'I'iiK 1 aiKMaj), ;).o 
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But no nfiurnciuring .* it flows silently 
O’er its soft bed of verdure. All is still, 

A balmy night I and though the stars be dim. 

Yet let us think upon, the vernal showers 
That gladden the green earth, and we shall find 
A pleasure in the dimness of the stars. 

And hark ! the Nightingale begins its song, 

“ Most musical, most melancholy^’* bird ! 

A melancholy bird? Oh! idle thought! 

In nature there is nothing melancholy. 

But some night-wandering man, whose heart was 
pierced 

With the remembrance of a grievous wrong. 

Or slow distemper, or neglected love, 

(And so, poor wretch ! filled all things with himself 
And made all gentle sounds tell back the tale 
Of his own sorrow) he, and such as he, 

First named these notes a melancholy strain : 

And many a poet echoes the conceit ; 

Poet who hath been building up the rhyme 
When he had better far have stretched his limbs 
Beside a brook in mossy forest-dell. 

By sun or moon-light, to the influxes 
Of shapes and sounds and shii'ting elements 
Surrendering his whole spirit, of his song 
And of his fame forgetful ! so his fame 
Should share in Nature’s immortality, 

* “ Most mu&ionU most melancholy."] This passage in 
Milton pMtBesses an excellence far superior to that of mere 
description. It is spoken in the character of the melancholy 
man, and has therefore a dramatic propriety. The author 
makes this remark, to rescue himself from the charge of 
having alluded with levity, to a line in Milton: a charge 
than which none could be more painful to him, except per- 
haps that of havin g ridiculed his Bible. 
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A vonemblo tluiip 1 ftinl »^o liin 

ShouW rnalto nil Nnhin* Imolirr, mul UkcIP 

Bo lov'c^l libo N^ntnrn f lint ’h\ill imt bn m; 

And youthn ainl iiiinf pontiml, 

Who lose tlio doopeniiipr Lv\ili^,dds of tlm 8l^nn^r 
In Iwll-Toonifl niid liof; (lifmlinH, fhoy h1i| 1 
FiiH of mock imiwt Hn‘pi*fli^liR 

O’e r Ph i I oin oU’h pi < y-p1 i 'cu 1 1 h l ra hn, 

Jfy Fnond, and dioii, our Sinlnrl wn Imvo Imriit 
A diftoTOiit lom: W(' may not tIniH pmlhnn 
Nn.tm’o’e voic*<'H, iiluayn iiill of lo\o 

And joymu'o \ 'l'i« Hio Jiitirry NiKjit"i«nlo 
Tliftfc cromlH, and liurnoa, mu I procipiluU'M 
Witli fast thick wnrMo Iiih <l«lioioiH iioIoh, 

Afl ho ^voro foarfnl tlinfc an April iii^dit 
Would bo too abort ibr him to nfl(«r lorlli 
Ilia lovo-oliiint, and diHhni'tlinn hia lull houI 
Of all it? mwwio 1 


And I know n 

Of largo oxtoiit-, liaid hy a mtb' hng(*, 

Which tho groat loid iiiliahitH not, iiiu] m 
Tina gitire ia wild witli tangling undcruiujih 
And tho trim walkn arc» hiolaui iiji, and gmtis, 
Thill gmsH and hingj-cupfl grow nil bin tbo putlm. 
But never olwowiioio in oiui plara I kinny 
So ninny NightiiiflfnIcH | and Ihr and lU'ar, 

In wood nivd tliickot, oi’itr (bo wido grnvo, 

Thoy nnoTVor niid jirovoko onrli wings — 

With Bkimisli nml ca|irh'ioiJH iHiamigingfl, 

And iniirmiira nniateal mid Hwift Jiig Jiig, 

And ono low piping BOiiml iiioro hwooI: tlnni nil— 
Stimng tbo air with Hiioli a Imrinouyj 
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That should you close your eyes, you might almost 
B’oi'get it was not day ! On moonlit bushes, 

Whose dewy leaflets are but half disclosed. 

You may perchance behold them on the twigs, 
Their bright, bright eyes, their eyes both bright and 
full, 

G-listening, while many a glow-worm in the shade 
Lights up her love-torch. 


A most gentle Maid, 
Who dwelleth in her hospitable home 
Hard by the castle, and at latest eve 
(Even like a Lady vowed and dedicate 
To something more than Nature in the grove) 
OHdea through the pathways; she knows all the r 
notes, 

That gentle Maid ! and oft a moment’s space, 

What time the moon was lost behind a cloud. 

Hath heard a pause of silence ; till the moon 
Emerging, hath awakened earth and sky 
With one sensation, and these wakeful birds 
Have all burst forth in choral ministrelsy, 

As if one quick and sudden gale bad swept 
A hundred airy harps ! And she hath watched 
Many a Nightingale perch giddily 
On blossomy twig still swinging jfrom the breeze. 
And to that motion tune his wanton Song 
Like tipsy joy that reels with tossing head. 

Farewell, 0 Warbler ! till to-morrbvv ©vo, 

And you, my ibiends I farewell, a short farewell ! 

W e have been loitering long and pledfeantly, 

And now for our dear homes. — ^That Strain again f 
Full fain it would delay m© ! My dear babe, 

p 
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\Vlin, capaUln of no arln-tiliUo Moiind^ 

Mum i\ll tliinjxH hin iinitolivn liap, 

How ho would places liia IihtuI hi'Huh^ )i1h car^ 

IIh HtHo liand, Hio omall (orolliij^Tr up, 

And hid uh liBtoii ! And I (hH.«iii it wino 
To inaku him Natino’rf ijhiy-nmto. Ho known well 
Tho ovoiutij^-alar , and orua', wlioii lu^ uwoko 
In inoHt: diatK^Hafiil mood (hoiiio in wind [min 
irR<l inacio ii]» tliab Htran^'o tliitii,^ nn infnnL^u iheuni) 
1 )inrri<al with liini Lo oor ni(']iai'd-])(of, 

And lio hohold Hio moon, niul, IiosIilhI at once, 
SitHpnndH Ilia hoIjh, and lnufj|-liH moHfc alhnitly, 

Wlijlo hia fiiir oyon, fluifc nwiiin With undrniipial tear^ 
Did ttlitlor in tin* yellow luoon^honm J Well 
III iH n futln'r’H talo- Miit iCllint llcavon 
Slionhl (^ho iiio lilo, liiH fliddhooil Hindi grow iiji 
h'ainiliai* willi Michi^ Honga, Hint with tho night 
Mo niiiy hhsiumiiIo joy ! Oiieo mow farowidl, 
SwetdNighLingido I Onco mom, in j friemlHl farewell. 


h'HOST AT AriDNIDTlT. 

IFD I'VoHt porlorniH ilH Hocivt nmiiHlry, 
Unhelpcd liy any wind. 1’ho(mlot’n cry 
Came loud —and hark, again I loud aa 
lu'foh'. 

Tho iiiinatoH of my cnltngo, nil at roBt, 
lh\o loit mo to llmt holihtdo, whieli Hints 
Ahatriiner iiniwingH ; Ha^(1 that ut my huIo 
flrmllod infant HlnmhoiH poiKiinlly. 

^Tifl cnlni Indouil ! ho cidin, tliat it distnrliH 
And U‘XOH uu'dilation with iIk alrangi* 
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Anil OKtronio HilmiliuiHfl. Hi‘n, hill, ami \\<uh 1, 
|Hnmli)U8 villii^^n I Ht'ft, and hill, nud niHid, 
AVitli nil tln> nnnjlnn’li'HH woingH nn of life, 
limiidlblo n>4 drouniH I tho thin hlno (iiinm 
Ini'H on my law Iniinfc iir(‘, ami i|ui\erH not j 
Only tliat (ilia, whii*h ilnlknnd on tho (.niito, 

Mill ihitUnH thoio, tho Holo un(|H let linn 
MethlidiH, ](s unction in thin huHh of iintnvo 
OivoH It dim HytnjmUiu'n will) ino avIio Iho, 

Midtinpf it a I'oiniiniunnablo fonn, 

To which fclio living aim it in onrfrmno, 

That lovoH not to boliold a lilbh'HH thintr* 

TmiiHlnHOH itH own plenfiincH, ila own will. 

How oft, at Hoboo), with mowt liolioving mind, 
rroHiigofnl, ba\o 1 g.w.oil uiJoii tho hiira, 

To watch ihnb llnttoHng Htmng«*rl and n«oft 
With iimloHod lidn, idicmly had 1 drounit 
Of my Hisoot hirih-i)lnco, nml ihu old ohiiah-towor, 
AVI) OHO bulla, tho piHir man's only miiBlc, nnig 
I'Vom niovn to ovoninp, all tho liot fair-day, 

So Hwoi'tly, (hat they Htirrcd and linontcal mo 
With a ^\ild ])h'aflnro, falling on mine car 
Most liUo articnlnLo Honmln of lldnga to coma I 
•So gn/od 1, till tho anothlng tlnnga I diuamt, 

Lnlh'd mo to alo('|>, and bIccij prolongod iny dreams 1 
Ami flo I brooded nil tho following mom, 

Awctl by tho Btorn jirccoptor’a fnco, mino oyo 
b'i\ed with mock slndy on my flwiinmnig book i 
Savo If tho door Iinlf ojicnod, and J anatobwl 
A linaty glance, nml still my heart lc;n|jcd ii]>. 

Fin" fitill 1 lioiKsl to BOO tho Btmuger’ft fare, 
'I'ownHnmn, or annt, oraiBlor inoro holovotl, 

My play-maLu wliun wo both woro oluthud alike 1 
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Dear Bnljo, tlint flloo])o.4t omdled hy my mdo, 
Wlioso goiitla broft things, heard in this doop calm 
Fill lip the intcraiicracil incnuciofi * 

And niomoutarj' fwiiacs of tlio tlionglit I 
^ Iwbo flo lieauhfGll it tlirills my lioaii 
With toiidor glndncaa, tin in to look at tlico, 

And think that thou slmlt Icnrri far other loro 
And iu fai other Bcciica I For I ivns runrcil 
In the great oity, |>ont bn id cloiRtoi-fl dim, 

And aaw nought lo\ely hut the sky and atars 
But thou, my habo I ahnlt wander liko a hruezo 
By lakes and mmdy sliorea, heuGuth tho crags 
Of ancient mountflin, jiiid jjciicnfch tho cloiida 
Which imago Iu their hulk both lakes and shores 
And mountain crags ' ao slialt thou flee and hoar 
Tho lovely shapes and sounda iutolligiblo 
Of that otornal language, which thy God 
Utters, who from otormty dotli tea oh 
ITiniself in all, and all things in ITiniBclf. 

Groat universal Teaelior ! IIo shaU mould 
Tliy spint, nud by giving make it ask. 

Thoroforo all aensons almll bo swoot to thoo, 
Whothor tho aammor olotho tho geiioral earth 
With greonuess, or tho redbreast sit and sing 
Betwixt tho tufts of snow on tho bare branch 
Of mossy applo-trco, whilo tho iiigli thatch 
Smokes in thoaiiii-thaw; whether tho ovO'dropa fall, 
Hoard only in tho trancoa of tho blast, 

Or if tho seoTot ministry of froat 
Shall hang them up in adent icicIgh, 

Quietly shming to tho quiet Moon. 
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THE TUlim GRAVES, 


A FRAQ>[Ktrr ov A bbxtoh’s tai,b. 

ITho author has pnbllahcd thofoHowlna huinblefVngniQnt, 
encoara;{od by iho diiulHlverccommcndBiroD orDiorelhoJi oiio 
of our most crlobralod llvlop Pools, TIio language \TaB ln> 
londcd Lo ha dnimatlo , that ia suited to tho narralof < and 
the metru coirosnondB lo tbo hotnollnoss of the dIoUoQ, It la 
thuroforu praBuiilcKl on Ihe frugmoDt, uot of a Poem, hut of u 
cominou IJallad-Lnlu WhoUior this h auffleient lo josiliy iho 
adoplion of Bnch a Btylo, Id an> motiiool oompoidtloa Dot pL‘o> 
fossedly ludicrous^ Iho Author Is bimoelf In sonie donht At 
nil e'iuula, It in Dot proftcntud ns Pocliy, and It Is in no way 
conuooted with Ltio Author's ]ud|mieul coucomhig pootio diu- 
tlon ILa moiitai If Duyi Qto cxLlualvoly piyoboloprul, The 
Blorv which mult liavo been snpposud lo oaTe bcoa narrated 
{n tho Qrfit and accond i>arti la na foDov^a 

Edwaril, n young fanner, moots at tho houao of Kllen, her 
bosom' frioDil Moiy, and aommcucoa «n aoqunlutanco, whioli 
onda lu a ^nuLunl nltnohmeut With her couaent, and by 
tbo adrlco of Ibolr common ndend >jl1eD, ho announces 
Ilia hopes and iulontlouB io Mary’s mother, a widows worn an 
bordenug ou hor fortiotU yoar, and fVoin conitnut hoaltfa, the 
posmuiou of rv rompotont prqmrty, and from having hnd no 
other ohildren but Mary and nnolher daugbtor (tho father 
(UlsI hi their lufnncy) relnlubig, ior the greuter purb her 
personal ntiraclloiis and comuiluesi of appearance, but a 
woman of low c<luoutlou and violoot temper Tho anawor 
wbloli nho nt onco returned to Ihlwsrd's applieaUon was re- 
markablo-^'* W'ull, Kdwnrdl you nro a hauusorao young fel- 
low, and you Bhnll Ijaveiny dangUlor" From Ibui timo nil 
lliolr wooing pussed under tho mother'i eye , and, ia QDe,ahe 
beenmo borsolf caameured of her faluro Hou-la-law, and 
praotlaod every art, both of eadoaiinonl and of caluinny, lo 
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IrnnBfcr his affoctioiiH fiom licr dnuffhler to hcnelf. nTia 
DU I lines of 11)0 talo uro pnslU^ u fuotfl, atid ol no Torjf 
dulo, tboufth thu iiulhovhfis purposely ultoj-iiJ the iKimos uil 
the ficono of (lallon, ns uoll ns ini uiitoil Iho ehoracteva of tbo 
purllca nnd tho delnll of the JnoldcalH ) Edi^urd, hoiroTer 
thongh purplo'todhyhcratrBiiffodetrncLionfl fi'om hordauph’ 
lor^B good qualities, yet In tlio innocence of his o\m heari 
etiH jnistukiug her InorcRslng foiidnefs for motherly nffcctkiij 
Bho ol leaglh,oTercotno by herioisorftblo pnaaion, after mtfh 
aliuffo of jraiT'e toinpor ntnl mom! Icndonciusi cxoloimei 
with violent omoUou,— *' O Kdwanil Indued, Indeed, shall 
net ftt for you— she has notu beai llo loieyoa oa/oudeaene 
It isllhntloio you I Marry iae,Edwiuxl 1 nnd 1 vrill ihti 
rory day nottlo nil iny property on you " The Lover's ejH 
wero now openwl and tliun tnkou by fiurpvijo, whether fiom 
tho effect or tho horror which he folt, netlna us It were hys 
terkollv cm his nonous ayatuni, or that at tho drat niom^t 
1)0 loflt tho Bonso of lha guilt of the proposal la Iho fooling of 
its fltmngenosi Qud altsurdliy, ho tJiinp lior ftem hua nod 
burst Into n fit of laugbler, Irrilatcil by this almost to 
flroosy, tho weninn fell on her knees, and in aloud volcolhat 
ajiproaehed to a ecreora, iho prayed for a ourso both on him 
and her own child ilary linppeucd to bo In lha room 
dlrootly above thorn, hoard Edward's langh nnd her mother's 
blafiphemouB pruyar, and fainted away. Ho, hoarLag the 
full, ran ap atnirs, and taking hor in his arms, carried her 
off to Ellon's homo , and iiftor some iVullIeas attcmpls on bsi 
pni't toward a i“ccoDclllatlon i-lth her mother, showoamir- 
rlod to him ^And horo tho thinl port of tho tale begins. 

E wTia not lijd to choose this story ft nm any portlulltv ta 
Imgla. muoli less to mouatrono oiculs (tlioagn nt the time 
that I compoacd the verses, somuwhal more than twolra 
yeara ago, I wna liisa uierso to such subjects than ntprcfonl), 
but fVom finding In it a sinking proof of tho posgjnie oGTeet 
on tho bnaglDQUon, h-om an Idoa vlolontly nnd Eaddenlyim 

E reat on It. I hml huea roadfng llryau Edwards's accuiml of 
ho sfTecl of tho Oby wltoheruit on tho negroes in the Weil- 
Indlos, and noamoS deojily Interesting anecdolts of Bbullor 
woL'kJagBOD the huaginalloii of llie copper Inilinns (tbossof 
ray rcaosrewbo hare it In tbeir power will he well repaid 
for Hid trouble of roforriug to Ibose vrorka for the passages 
alladcd (o) | aud 1 uoneoj^i^ the design of showing that in'> 
•tunces of this kind nro not ppeullar to layagc or ^rharona 
IrilxiS, and of illnalmUng tlio mode in which the mbid ii 
oilect^ln Iheio casni and tlio progress and symptoms of tho 
morbid Rotlon on lha fancy from Ibo hcglnnlag. 

TheTslQ Ji fiuppoiod to be narralod by nu old Soitton, In a 
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cotitttry <jh\3rch.-yard, to a traveller whose euriosity had been 
^wakened by the appearance of three graves, close by each 
ottier, to two only of which there were grave-stones. On the 
*lrst of these was the name, and dates, as -usual : on the 
^econd, no name, but only a date, and the words, “ The 
Mercy of God is infinite.^’3 

a HE grapes upon the Vicar’s wall 
Were ripe as ripe could be ; 

And yellow leaves in sun and wind 
Were falling from tbe tree. 

On tbe bedge-elms in tbe narrow lane 
Still swung the strikes of com : 

Dear Lord ! it seems but yesterday — 

Young Edward’s naarriage-morn. 

Tip through that wood behind the church. 
There leads from Edward’s door 
A mossy track, all over houghed, 

For half a mile or more. 

And from their house-door by that track 
The bride and bridegroom went ; 

Sweet Mary, though she was not gay, 

Seemed cheerful and content. 

But when they to the church-yard came, 

I’ve heard poor Mary say. 

As soon as she stepped into the sun. 

Her heart it died away. 

And when the Vicar joined their hands. 

Her limbs did creep and freeze ; 

But when they prayej, she thought she saw 
Her mother on her knees. 
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And o*or Hio cliareh-patli Hioy i-otiimod-^ 

I fwiw poor Mni'y a Imck, 

Jnst RB sho Btoj>pt?(l bt'neath tbo bouglia 
Into tliD mossy tniclc. 

JTor foot upon tlto mossy tmeU 
Tlio iiinrrie<l mnniun ect* 

Tlint moment — I Imvo licanl hor sny-- 
Bho w la 1)0(1 b)io could foigot, 

TI)o alindo o'cr-floaliod lior limbs \^ith hont — 
Then cnitJO a oliill like donth . 

And wlion tlio merry bellfl nuig out, 

Tlioy Boomed to atop hor breath, 

J3oneath tlio fouicat motlior’s curao 
No child could G>or thnvoj 

A mother la a mother still, 

Tho liolU'at thing aUvo. 

So five months pasHcd : tho mother atill 
■Would noser heal tlio atrifoj 

Hut Kdsvard ivna a loving man 
And Alary a fond ^vifo, 

'' Afy eiator may nob siait na, 

Aly mother eays her nay , 

0 Edward I you mo nil to nio, 

1 wish for yonr eako I could bo 
A tore llfosomo and more gay 

rm dull and and I indeed, iiidcwl 
I know I Iia>o no reason 1 

Pcilmps I am not wel| in licaltlij 
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^Twnfl II ilriyyl^’ <iinu — no kr, do miow 1 
/\iu1 on tlin low linn (1 ii\h 
Slu> Hluroil not ontp hIio miglit snoot 
Uor mot I lor ia tlio \vii)Hi 

J^iit I'iHuii, Rpitrt oF niiiy \vn\f\ 

Anil wL'ftHiur iliirk aiul ill ear 
'iVnili^i'il o>oiy liny to J^JilwrirdR limiKO, 

A ml rmdo llmin nil inoro elirory. 

Oil [ IClIcii irnn n fnltliftil frlinnli 
Moro iknr limn iiiiy hihIoi* ! 

Ah cliiMirfnl too nn Ini^lc ) 

Anil hIk^ noVr loft tlioni till 'twnH ilnrli. 

And llioti th (7 nl\voy» lior, 

Anil now ANU-Wcnliiofiiliiy onmo — Hint doy 
lliib fiiw to oliiu'fh rojHilr; 

For on tlinL dny yo\i know wo rend 
Tim CDnnnismlinn prflyur. 

Our Into old Vkurj n Id ml iimii, 

Oiicup Sir 1 lio (iidd lo niCj 
llo \\irthL‘<l Ihnt HoruL-o ww olonn out 
Of our gdoil liturgy. 

Tho inn I her ivnlkoil Into lUo olnircli — 

'Fn Fill d'h Hcnt nko wonti 
Tlumgli Kllun nUvn^fi kojjt her olmruh 
All clniruli-'drijH during Lent. 

And goTillu I'llloii wnli'omoil kor 
With i'lmrk’ouRi loolta and mild ■ 

Tlionglil fllie, ** wlint 1 1' lior lioart Jilioidd molt, 
And nil Iw nHiOiicilod ! 
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Till* (Illy »'H m jonly llho /nljiy 

Tln« rloinh suno lilarU aiihiKlih 
A)\i\ niaiiy a iii|(lir, wirli jiall’u nimm, 
l\i! (aa'fj (Ijii I'liuntli moio * 

Tlia wiiiil \\nn\u\i\, a.jiniiHl tlio 
'J'Ih' mill ihd hr^{, ami ImHkt; 

TIh! i'luiirh-((»U(>r <iwt in-ad 

Vuii niiiM In ‘nr |]u> Vn-nrl 

And fin'll nihl llicro tlH> iiiuflioi’ hiadf, 
Aikd Jindilily idiK rricil 

** OJi I iiKiy H ('liiiniii^ t'niMn ciniHiiijiii 
Thin iviiinmi Uy my niilul 

" 0 lii'Jir ims land in Iloinoii, 

uli (lit'ti <Ml(n my lilr . 

O (itimn (liiK \Mijniin, iif. wIhin* lioiiiin 
ViiilllK I'Mvvniil u’uoi'd ]\\h Hifiu 

" Jly iii^lif fm<l diiv, ill la'd mid Imncr, 

0 Imr niijintl Im ! " 

So liiniiiK |»rnj(‘il, mid nlnw, 

Hlio lo-tn 11(1 Cniiii li(-r Iviuni ! 

And li'U till* I’lniKdi, am c’ltr 
Till' I'hiiri'li-dimr I'litmcd nlim 

] RAW (icmr KHml kni'cliii^^ hIiH, 

Hu inilol f ^ui'H«n'(l ant wliy r 
’WIimt Him hloud nii, flun u jiliiinly wnn 
A (rindiln in lur nyu. 

And wimii llm tmiyurK im-mi dmm, m\ all 
(’miKi loiihd iiihl imkiHi la-r wliy : 
Ciiddy Jilio Hri'jticfk mal Run*, tlmm waa 
A ti'indiln in la>r 
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lint ero fIiii iVotn Mu* I'lmreli-tlmir atomK'il 
Slic' Himloil iMul iiH why: 

It win wmmm’H 

(^notli who, " and wimt caro IV'’ 

HI 1(1 RTudod, nnd Hinilnl, nud |KiH*ic’d It oit 
Ijic from tho door hIio — 

lint all It wauld lni\ri lioon 
iruch lioUrT had hIhi 

And if lior lirnrfc ira*i not at ('aan* 

Thin wna lu'l tTnmlfliit ory — 

It wnfl a \^5d(od ivnmau‘« cuim* — 

Qo<Vb J 5 «ixl, and what vnti) 1 V 

'i'lioio wafl a Imrrv in her lookn, 
jlor RtniRi'lort wlui Ktlonlileil: 

‘Mt wna ft Avloktd woiimn’H curno, 

And why Hhowhl 1 Ims trouhlcd? ** 

TIic'Mi loaifl will Cdino — I dandled hor 
When Iho tnoroHb fairy — 

Cl 0 oil crraUiui I ami film hid it all 
Hlio told it not lo llai-y» 

RiiL ^ffny iiffird Mso taloi hm anna 
llftinid Klluii'a nr^k aho throw j 
0 I'lllciij I'Ulcn, Hho onrsud me, 

And now hIio hath ouwwl you t” 

I «vw younff Mdwnrd by liimaolf 
Htallt fu«t adowii iho Ice, 

1I(‘ Hiiatrlipd awlick from oiciy fonce, 

A hvi^ I'roin ovtay Lrco. 
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I[<. sini|ir)C(l tlioin Klill ,vitl, |,n,„l 
Ae if with Jiia uiipnay ‘limlu 

IIo liiiownotwimttodu; 

Y(n.«oo,tfoo<lRu.) ll.„ta„,alohilI? 

IIiH foi m Iioa utKlonicnlli . 

IIo hcnrd it thorn, ho lionrd it nil. 

And only jjuiuhud his tooth. 

Now 13)1(1,1 iviisndnilingloio 
In nil IiIhJois nnd cnrosi 
And Wien's ,m„,o 

liwt-linkod they botli tojfothor cnnio 
W hono or ho snid his jirayors 

Audintho momontofhis jimyors 
IIo loved fhonv both nllkoj ^ 
iM, hot 1 Bwoot iminoa win, „„ aivootiov 
Upon his lionrt did striko I ^ 

Ho rcaoh(«l his homo, mid by his looks 
Diiiysnivhrsinwiird.strifo- 

T','"'' ’'’'■t'' tlioiran,,, 

lioth JiiUon ami Jny ^ylfo. ' 

SooiiMtf bix«AatHh() bowed; 

Ihon /renay molted into ffriof, 

-Aud Edwanl ^vopt aloud, 

D<wr 1311011 did not woop nt nil, 

But olosolior did nho clinir, 

And tun, 0,1 her lim. m.d hioliod ns f 
Bho saw Bonio fiightliil thing 
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TATIT IV. 

To 800 a mnn oi or giUTOft 
I hold it no good maik ; 

’Tis wickwl 111 tho mm nml moor, 

And had luck in tho dark I 

Toil BOO thni prarc? Tho Lord ITo 
Tlio T-orcl IIo takeaawnji 

Oh ! "tla tho child of my old ago 
Lies thoTo (LB cold ne chy. 

Except that groTO, you Bcnrco 000 ouo 
Tlmt iVJia not dug by mo, 

I’d rnthar daiico iiiioD 'om nil 
Than trend upon tliceo three I 

« Ayo, Sexton I ^tie a lonohing talc ” 
You, Sir I nro but a lad ) 

TliiB niontii 1*1 n in my BOTontloth year, 
And still it makcB mo sad. 

And l[nry*H ahtor told it mo, 

For throo good lioiirs and more] 

Plough I hud heard it, iu tho main, 
From EdiTard’s self hofbro. 

AYell 1 it ^wiscd oOri the gontlo Ellon 
Did lYoll nigh doto on Alnry ; 

And sho ivout oftoner thnn boforc. 

And Mnry loved her iiioro and inoroi 
Bho mimnged nil the dairy. 
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To market slie on market-days, 

To cliurch on Sundays came ; 

All seemed the same : all seemed so. Sir r 
But all was not the same I 

Had Ellen lost her mirth ? Oh ! no t 
But she was seldom cheerful ; 

And Edward looked as if he thought 
That Ellen’s mirth was fearful. 

When by herself, sho to herself 
Must sing some merry rhyme; 

She could not now ho glad for hours. 

Yet silent all the time. 

And when she soothed her friend, throuxrh 1] 
Her soothing words 'twas plain ° ^ 
She bad a sore grief of hor own, 

A haunting in her bniin. 

And oft she said, I’m not grown thin | 

And then her wrist sho spanned : 

And once when Maiy was down-cast, 

She took her by the hand, 

And gazed upon her, and at first 
She gently pressed her hand; 

Then harder, till her grasp at length 
Bid gripe like a convulsion ! 

Alas I said she, we ne’er can bo 
Made happy by compulsion ! 

And once her both arms suddenly 
Round Mary’s neck she flung, 

And her heart panted, and she felt 
The words upon her tongue. 
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Bhc^ fi'lt tliom coming, ’but no power 

Had «ho the wonk to smother; 

And \Yith n hind oi‘ shriek she cried, 

Cdi Christ! you Vo like your mother I 

So g(uit1o Kllon now no more 

lN>uhl make this stul honso cheery ; 

And MaryV melancholy ways 
Urovo Kdward wild and weary. 

Lifsijering he raised his latch at eve, 
1'hongh tired in heart and limb : 

Ih' loved no other place, and yet 
llmno was no home to him. 

One evening ho took up a hook, 

And nothing in it read ; 

Then flung it clown, and groaning cried, 

** Oh ! Heaven ! that I were dead, ’ 

Mary looked up into his face, 

And nothing to him said;^ 

She tried to smile, and on his arm 
MoumfuEy leaned her head. 

And lie Inirst into tears, and fell 
U[K>n his knees in prayer : 

** Hot heart is broke I 0 Ood! my grief. 
It is too groat to bear ! ” 

*Twas such a foggy time as makes 
Old sextons. Sir ! like me, 

Ilest on their spades to cough; the spring 
Was late uncommonly. 
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And then the hot days, all at once, 

They came, we knew not how : 

You looked about for shade, when scarce 
A leaf was on a hough. 

It happened then (’twas in the bower 
A furlong up the wood : 

Perhaps you know the place, and yet 
I scarce know how you should), — ■ 

No path leads thither, ’tis not nigh 
To any pasture-plot; 

But clustei'ed near the chattering brook. 

Lone hollies marked the spot. 

Those hollies of themselves a shape 
As of an arbour took, 

A close, round arbour; and it stands 
Not three strides from a brook. 

Within this arbour, which was still 
With scarlet berries hung, 

Were these three friends, one Sunday morn, 
Just as the first bell rung. 

’Tis sweet to hear a brook, ^tis sweet 
To hear the Sabbath-bell, 

^Tis sweet to hear them both at once, 

Beep in a woody dell. 

His limbs along the moss, his head 
Upon a mossy heap, 

With shut-up senses, Edward lay : 

That brook e’en on a working day 
Might chatter one to sleep. 
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And he "had passed a restless night, 

And was not well in health ; 

The women sat down by his side. 

And talked as Hwere by stealth. 

‘‘ The sun peeps through the close thick leaves. 
See, dearest Men ! see ! 

’Tis in the leaves, a little sun. 

No bigger than your ee; 

“ A tiny sun, and it has got 
A perfect glory too : 

Ten thousand threads and hairs of light, 

Make up a glory, gay and bright,^ 

Round that small orb, so blue/^ 

And then they argued of those rays. 

What colour they might be : 

Says this, « they’re mostly green;” says that* 
They’re amber-like to me.” 

So they sat chatting, while bad thoughts 
W ere troubling Edward’s rest ; 

But soon they heard his hard quick pants. 

And the thumping in his breast. 

A Mother, too!” these self-same words 
Bid Edward mutter plain ; 

His face was drawn back on itself, 

With horror and huge pain. 

Both groaned at once, fw both Imew well 
What thoughts were in his mind ; 

When he waked up, suid stared like one 
That hath been just struck blind. 
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He sat upright; and ere the 
Had had time to depart, 

0 God, forgive me ! (he excla,im.ea) 

1 have torn out her heart ! 

Then Ellen shrieked, and fortlawit.^^ burst 
Into ungentle laughter; 

And Maiy shivered, where she eatr. 

And never she smiled after. 

Carmen reliquum in futurum tempiis 3r«slt*i4atum, 
BQorroyr ! and In-morrow and To-morroW 1—— 



IV. ODES AND MISCELLANEOUS 
POEMS. 

DEJECTION. 

AN ODE. 

“ late yestreen I saw the new Moon, 

With the old Moon in her anna ; 

And I fear, I fear, mj Master dWi 
We shall have a deadly stoma/' 

SaUad qfSk Patejck Spbnc*. 


I. 

ELL! if the Bajrd was wea.tiier-wise> who 
made 

The grand old halkd of Sir Patrick 
Spence, 

This night, so tranquil now, wiE not go hence 
Unrousad by winds, that ply a himier trad© 

Than those which mould yon clouds in lazy flakes, 
Or the dull sobbing draft, that moans and rakes 
Upon the strings of this Bolian lute, 

Which better £r wme mute. 

For lo I the New-moon winter bright ! 

And overspread with phantom light, 
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(With swimming phantom light o'ersproMl 
But rimmed and circled by a silver thread) 

I see the old Moon in her lap, foretelling 
The coming on of rain and squally blast. 

And oh ! that even now the gust wt.'re swelling* 
And the slant night-showor driving lotnl and fftfslf 
Those sounds which oft hav(^ raist'd whilst they 
awed. 

And sent my soul abroad, 

Might now perhaps their wonted impulne giw» 
Might startle this dull pain, and make it movennd live ! 

ir. 

A grief without a pang, void, dark, and finmr* 

A stifled, drowsy, xmimpnasionod grief, 

Which finds no natural outlet, no relief, 

In word, or sigh, or tear^ — 

0 Lady ! in this wan and heartlosa moc»d. 

To other thoughts by yonder throstle wooed. 

All this long eve, so balmy and serene, 

Have I been gazing on the western sky. 

And its peculiar tint of yeflovr green ; 

And still I gaze — and with how blank an f 
And those thin clouds above, in flakes and imr% 

That give away their motion to the stam 5 
Those stars, that glide behind thorn or hotW€»v*ii, 

Now sparkling, now bedimmed, but always m‘%m ; 
Yon crescent Moon, as fixed as if it grew* 

In its own cloudless, starless lake of blue ; 

1 see them all so excellently fair, 

I see, not feel how beautiful they are I 

iir. 

My genial spirits fail, 

And what can those avail, 
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To lift the smothering’ weight from off my breast? 

It were a vain endeavour, 

Though I should ®ver 

On that green light that lingers in the west : 

I may not hope from ontward forms to win 

The passion and the li^®> whose fountains are within, 

IV. 

O Lady ! we receive hut what we give, 

And in our life alone does nature live : 

Ours is her weddin^-g^^"^®’^*^ her shroud ! 

And would we aught behold, of higher worth. 
Than that inanimate cold world allowed 
To the poor loveless ever-anxious crowd, 

Ah ! from the soul itself must issue forth, 

A light, a glory, a fair luminous cloud 
Enveloping the Earth — 

And from the soul itself must there be sent 
A sweet and potent voice, of its own birth. 

Of all sweet sounds the life and element. 

V. 

O pure of heart 1 thou need’st not ash of me 
What this strong music in the soul may be ! 

What, and wherein it doth exist, 

This light, this glory, this fair luminous mist, 

This beautiful, and heauty-maldng power. 

Joy, virtuous Lady ! Joy that ne’er was given, 
Save to the pure, and in their purest hour. 

Life, and Life’s effluence, cloud at once and show©] 
Joy, Lady ! is the spirit and the power. 

Which wedding Nature to us gives in dower 
A new Earth and new Heaven, 

Undreamt of by the sensual and the proud— 

Joy is the sweet voice> Joy the luminous cloud— 
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We in oursekes rejoice ! 

And thence flows all that 

All melodies the echoes of ^ 

All colours a suffusion from tlx^^ 


or mght. 


There was a time when, thou^lj rougfh, 

This joy within me dallied ' 

And all misfortunes were hut . 

Whence Fancy made me drea-ms of happuieas : 
For hope grew round me, lik© twining vino. 

And fi-uits, and foliage, not m.y own, seeing mine. 
But now afllictions bow me do wtt * *■ ^ * 

Nor care I that they rob me of rny niir i. 


But oh ! each visitation - 

Suspends what nature gave imo hirtJi, 

My shaping spirit of Imagino.'fcion. 

For not to think of what I neools must loel, 

But to be still and patient, all- I can ; 

And haply by abstruse researcli *10 steal 
From my own nature aU the na-tunu man^ 

This was my sole resource, plan : 

Till that which suits a part in-ffeohs the whole. 
And now is almost grown the l3Laad>it of my soul. 


VU* 

Hence, viper thoughts, that coil around my mind. 
Reality’s dark dream ! 

I turn from yon, and listen to tilio wind. 

Which long has raved unnotiiood. What a scream 
Of agony hy torture lengthened out 
That lute sent forth! Thou Wind;, that ravest without. 
Bare crag, or mountain.-taimL,i^ or blasted tree, 

* Taim is a small lake, generally if not alwa;;^ applied to 
the lakes ap in the mountains, axx.d wlmich are the feeders of 



SIBYLLINE LEAVES. 


231 


Or pine-grove whither woodman never clomh, 

Or lonely house, long held the witches’ home, 
Methinks were fitter instruments for thee, 

Had Lutanist I who in this month of showers, 

Of dark brown gardens, and of peeping flowers, 
Hak’st Devils’ yule, with worse than wintry song. 
The blossoms, buds, and timorous leaves among. 

Thou Actor, perfect in all tragic sounds ! 

Thou mighty Poet, e’en to frenzy bold ! 

What tell’st thou now about ? 

’Tis of the rushing of a host in rout, 

With groans of trampled men, with smarting 
wounds — [cold ! 

At once they groan with pain, and shudder with the 
But hush ! there is a pause of deepest silence I 
And all that noise, as of a rushing crowd, 

With groans and tremulous shudderings — all ispver — 
It tells another tale, with sounds less deep and loud I 
A tale of leas affright. 

And tempered with delight. 

As Otway’s self had framed the tender lay — 

’Tis of a little child 
Upon a lonesome wild, 

JiTot far from home, but she hath lost her way : 

And now moans low in bitter grief and fear. 

And now screams loud, and hopes to make her 
mother hear. 


YIII. 

^Tis midnight, but small thoughts have I of sleep : 
Bull seldom may my friend such vigils keep I 

those in the rallies. This address to the storm-vrind will not 
appear extravagant to those who have heard it at night, and 
in a mountainous country. 
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Visit her, g-entle Sleep ! with wings of healing, 
And may this storm be but a mountain-birtli. 
May all the stars hang bright above her dwelling. 
Silent as though they watched the sleeping Earth! 
With light heart may she rise. 

Gay fancy, cheerful eyes, 

Joy lift her spirit, joy attune her voice : 

To her may all things live, from pole to poh*. 

Their life the eddying of her living soul ! 

O simple spirit, guided from above. 

Dear Lady! friend devoutest of my choice*, 

Thus mayest thou ever, evermore rejoice. 


ODE TO GEORGIANA, DUCHESS OF 
DEyONSiriEE, 

ON THE 24th stanza IN HER ** TASSAOK OVKR 
MOUNT QOTilARI)/^ 

“ And hail the chapel I hail the platform wild] 

Where Tell directed the avenging dart, 

With well stmang arm, that first preserved hits child. 
Then aimed the arrow at the tyrant’s heart.*’ 

PLEiyDOUR^S fondly fostered child I 
And did you hail the platform wild, 
Where once the Austrian ft*!! 
Beneath the shaft of Tell ? 

O Lady, nursed in pomp and pleasure 1 
Whence learnt you that heroic measure ? 

Light as a dream your days their circlets ran, 

' *om all that teaches brotherhood to Man 
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Par, fiir removed! from want, from hope, from fear! 
Enchanting music lulled your infant ear, 

Obeisance, praises soothed your infant heart; 

EmhUzonments and old ancestral crests, 

With many a bright obtrusive form of art, 

Betiiined your eye from nature : stately vests. 
That veiling strove to deck your charms divine, 

Bich viands, and the pleasurable wine, 
jWere yours unearned by toil; nor oould you see 
The unenjoying toiler’s misery. 

And yet, free Nature’s uncorrupted child. 

You hailed the chapel and the platform wild. 

Where once the Austrian fell 
Beneath the shaft of Tell 1 
0 Lady, nursed in pomp and pleasure I 
Whence learnt you that heroic measure? 

There crowd your finely-fibred frame. 

All living faculties of bliss : 

And Genius to your cradle came, 

ilis forehead wreathed with lambent fiame, 

And bending low, with godlihe kiss 
Breathed in a more celestial life ! 

But boasts not many a frir compeer 
A heart as sensitive to joy and fear? 

And some, perchance, might Wage an equal strife*, 
Some few, to nobler being wrought. 

Co-rivals in the nobler gift of thought. 

Yet these delight to c6l®brate 
Laurelled war and plumy state; 

Or in verse and music dress 
Tales of rustic happiness^ 

Pernicious tales I inridious strains ! 

That steel the rich man’s breast, 
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And moclc the lot nuhlcst, 

The sordid vices and the ahjoct pains^ 

Which evermore must he 

The doom ef igaoraace and penury ! 

But you, free Kature^'s uncorruptecl child, 

You hailed tlie chapel anri the platform wild, 
Where once the JLiistrian fell 
Beneath the shaft of Bell ! 

0 Lady, nursed, in pomp and pleasure! 

VWheuce learnt yon that heroic measure ? 

— You were a mother! Bhat most holy name, 
Wb-ich Heaven and Nature bless, 

1 majr not vilely prostitute to those 
Whose infants owe tliem less 

Tlian the poor caterpillar owes 
Its gaudy parent ifly. 

Yon were a mother! at your bosom fed 
Tbe bates that loved you. You, with laughing- ©yf^, 
Eacb twilight-thought, each ixascent fooling read,* 
WTiicb you yourself created. Oh! delight! 

A second tincie to be a- mother. 

Without the mother’s bitter groans : 

Another thought, and yet another, 

By tetich or ta-ste, by looks or tones 
O’er the growing sense to roll, 

The noLOther of jour infant’s Soal 1 
The Angel of the Earth, who, while he guides, 

Has chariot-planet round the gosil of day. 

All trembling gazes on the eye of God, 

A. moment turned his awful face awayj 
And as he viewed, yon, from his aspect sweet 
Yew influences in your heintg rose, 

Blest intuitions and comnxiinions fle^et 
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With living Nature, in her joys and woes ! 
Thenceforth your soul rejoiced to see 
The shrine of social Liberty ! 

0 beautihil ! 0 Nature’s child ! 

’Twas thence you hailed the platform wild, 
Where once the Austrian fell 
Beneath the shaft of Tell ! 

0 Lady, nursed in pomp and pleasure ! 
Thence learnt you that heroic measure. 


ODE TO TRANQUILLITY. 

j|RANQUILLITY! thou better name 
Than all the family of Fame I 
Thou ne’er wilt leave my riper age 
To low intrigue, or factious rage : 

For oh ! dear child of thoughtM Truth, 

To thee I gave my early youth, 

And left the bark, and blest the stedfast shore. 

Ere yet the tempest rose and scared ine with its roar. 



Who late and lingering seeks thy shrine, 

On him but seldom, Power divine. 

Thy Spirit rests ! Satiety 

And sloth, poor counterfeits of thee. 

Mock the tired worldling. Idle hope 
And dire remembrance interlope. 

To vex the feverish slumbers of the mind : 

The bubble floats before, the spectre stalks behind. 

But me thy gentle hand will lead 
At morning thxough the accustomed mead j 
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And in the sultry summer’s heat 
Will build me up a mossy seat ! 

And when the gust of Autumn crowds 
And breaks the busy moonlight clouds, 

Thou best the thought canst raise, the heart attune 
Ijigh-t as the busy clouds, calm as the gliding moon! 

The feeling heart, the searching soul, 

To thee I dedicate the whole ! 

And while within myself I trace 
The greatness of some future race, 

Aloof with hermit-eye I scan 
The present works of present man — 

A wild and dreamlike trade of blood and guile, 
Too foolish for a tear, too wicked for a smile ! 


TO A YOUNG FEIEND, 

Oir HIS PROPOSING TO DOMBJSTIOATBJ WITH THE AUTHOR. 

MOUNT, not wearisome and bare and 
steep, 

But a green mountain variously up- 
piled. 

Where o’er the jutting rocks soft mosses creep. 

O r co loured lichens with slow cosing weep ; 

Where cypress and the darker yew start wild ; 
And ^mid the summer torrent’s gentle dash 
X)ance brightened the red clusters of the ash ; 
Si^neath whose houghs, by those sriU sounds be- 
guiled, 

Oalm Pensivenesa might muse herself to sleep; 

Till haply startled by some fleecy dam. 




237 


SUB ylline lea ves. 

That rustling on the bushy cliff above, 

With melancholy bleat of anxious love, 

Made meek enquiry for her wandering lamb : 

Such a green mountain ’twere most sweet to 
Bkm while the bosom ached with loneliness— ^ 
How more than sweet, if some dear friend should blc-» 
The adventurous toil, and up the path sublime 
Now lead, now follow: the glad landscape round? 
Wide and more wide, increasing without bound . 

0 then ’twere loveliest sympathy, to mark 
The berries of the half-uprooted ash 
Dripping and bright; and list the torrent’s dash,' 
Beneath the cypress, or the yew more dark. 

Seated at ease, on some smooth mossy rock ; 

In social silence now, and now to unlock 
The treasured heart; arm linked in friendly arm. 
Save if the one, his muse’s witching chai^m 
Muttering hrow-hent, at unwatched distance lag 5 
Till high overhead his beckoning friend appsars^ 
And from the forehead of the topmost crag 
Shouts eagerly i for haply there uprears 
That shadowing pine its old romantic limbs, ^ 

Which latest shall detain the enamoured sight 
Seen from below, when eve the valley dims. 

Tinged yellow with the rich departing ligM ; 

And haply, basoned in some unsunned cleft, 

A beauteous spring, the rock’s collected tears. 

Sleeps sheltered there, scarce wrinkled by the gat© 
Together thus, the world’s vain turmoil lelt, 
Stretched on the crag, and shadowed by the pme. 
And bending o’er the clear delicious fount, 

Ah I dearest youth ! it were a lot divine 
To cheat our noons in moralizing mood. 
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'W’liile west-winds fanned our temples toil-bedewed: 

Then downwards slope, oft pausing, from the mount, 
To some low mansion, in some woody dale. 

Where smiling with blue eye, domestic bliss 
Gives this the husband’s, that the brother’s hiss. 

Thus rudely versed in allegoric lore. 

The Hill of Knowledge I essayed to trace; 

That verdurous hill with many a resting-place, 
And many a stream, whose warbling waters pour 
To glad, and fertilize the subject plains; 

That ME with secret springs, and nooks untrod. 
And many a fancy-hlest and holy sod 
Where Inspiration, his diviner strains 
Xjow murmuring, lay ; and starting from the rocks 
Stiff evergreens, whose spreading foliage mocks 
Want’s barren soil, and the bleak frosts of age, 
And Bigotry’s mad fire-invoking rage I 
O meek retiring spirit ! we will cEmb, 

Cheering and cheered, this lovely hill sublime ; 

And from the stirring world up-lifted high, 
(Whose noises, faintly wafted on the wind. 

To quiet musings shall attune the mind, 

And oft the melancholy theme supply) 

There, whEe the prospect through the gazing eye 
Pours all its healthful greenness on the soul, 
We’E smile at wealth, and learn to smile at fame, 
Our hopes, our knowledge, and our joys the same, 
As neighhouringfountains image, each the whole: 
Then when the mind hath drunk its fiU of truth, 
We’U discipline the heart to pure delight, 
Hekindling sober joy’s domestic flame. 

They whom I love shaU love thee, honoured youth! 
2^ow may Heaven realize this vision bright 
1796 , 
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LIKES 

TO W. L. ESQ. WmLB HE SANO A BONO TO 
tubcelb’s music. 

IILE my young cheek retains its health- 
ful hues. 

And I have many friends who hold nae 
dear; 

! methinks, I would not often hear 
Such melodies as thine, lest I should lose 
All memory of the wrongs and sore distress. 

For which my miserable brethren weep I 
But should uncomforted misfortunes steep 
My daily bread in tears and bitterness ; 

And if at death^s dread moment I should lie 
With no beloved face at my bed-side. 

To fix the last glance of my closing eye, 

Methinks, such strains, breathed by my angei- 
guide, 

Would make me pass the cup of anguish by, 

M j y with the blest, nor know that I had died I 
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ADDRESSED TO A YOUJJ^'G- MAN" OF 
FORTUNE 

WHO ABANDONED HIMSELF TO AN INDOLENT AND 
CAUSELESS MELANOIIOLr, 

ENCE that fantastic wantonness of woe, 
0 Youtli to partial fortune vainly dear! 
To plundered want's half-sheltered hovel 
1 go, 

Go, and some hung^cr-hitten iiiiant hear 
Moan haply in a dying mother's ear: 

Or when the cold and dismal fog-damps brood 
O’er the rank church -yard with sear elm -leaves 
strewed, 

Paco round some widow's grave, whose dearer part 
Was slaughtered, where o'er his nncoffined limbs 
The flocking flesh-birds screamed ! Then, while thy 
lieart 

Groans, and thine eye a fiercer sorrow dims. 
Know (and the truth shall kindle thy young mind) 
What nature makes thee mourn, she bids thee heal I 
0 ahject ! if, to sickly dreams resigned, 

All effortless thou leave life’s common- weal 
A prey to tyrants, murderers of mankind. 
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SOOTET TO THE BIVER OTTBB- 

EAR native brook I wild streamlet of the 
West I 

How many various-fated years hi»*v e past* 
What happy, and what mournful hours, 
since last 

I skimmed the smooth thin stone along thy breast, 
Numbering its light leaps ! yet so deep imprest 
Sink the sweet scones of childhood, that miue ©yes 
I never shut amici the sunny ray. 

But straight with all their tints thy waters ri»©, 

Thy crossing plank, thy marge with willows 
And beddewi sand that, veined with various dyes, 

(1 learned through thy bright transparence I On my 
Visions of childhood! ofb have ye beguiled 
Lone manhood’s cares, yet waking fondest ©igrhs J 
Ah I that once more I were a careless child I 


SONNET. 

COMFOSBJ) ON A JOURNMY HOMEWARD J THEl AtTTHOR 
HAVINO RHCBIVED INTELWQBNCl OF THB 
BIRTH or A SON, SEPT. 20 , 1796 » 

PT o’er my brain does that sttange roll 

Which makes the present (whil© the 
flash doth last) 

Seem amere semblance of sbm© urxltnown 
Mixed with such feelings, as perplex the sovu 

R 
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Self-questioned in her sleep: and BOme hare eta i cl 
We lived, ere yet this robe o£ flesh we wore. 

0 my sweet baby ! when I rench my door, 

If heavy looks should tell me thon art dead 
(As sometimes, through excess of hope, I feat*) 

I think, that I should struggle to believe 
Thou wert a spirit, to this netlier splmre _ 
Sentenced for some more venial ci-ime to griev© - 
Did’st scream, then spring to moot Heaven’s < 3^01 ick 
reprieve. 

While we wept idly o’er thy II ttle bier ! 



SONNET, 

TO A FRIEND WHO ASKED HOW I FJGIXjT WHEN THIS ISTTIRSe 
FIRST PRESENTED MV INJF-ANT TO ME, 

IHARLES! my slow l:icart was only sad, 
when first 

I scanned that faco of feeble infcincy : 
— For dimly on my thoughtful spirit; bsurst 
All I had been, and all my clnilcl might bo I 
But when I saw it on its mothei'^’s arm, 

And hanging at her bosom (slxe the while 
Bent o’er its features with a tearfVil smile) 

Then I was thrilled and melted., mid most wa.rm 
Impressed a father’s Idss ; and 0.11 beguiled 
Of dark remembrance and px*Ofsagoful fear, 

I seemed to see an angel-forram. appear — 

dfcvSgurtr/vw elSn *ysvE<r6(xt. 
PliAT. in 


* ’Uv irov ^(JMV ^ Iv TuSs 
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^Twas even thine, beloved woman mild ! 

So for the mother’s sake the child was dear, 
And dearer was the mother for the child. 

THE VmOIFS CRADLE-HYMN. 

COPIED PROM A PRINT OP THE VIRGIN, IN A ROMAN 
CATHOLIC VILLAGE IN GERMANY. 

H ORMI Jesu I Mater ridet, 

Quse tarn dulcem somnum videt, 
Dormi, Jesu ! blandule I 
Si non dormis. Mater plorat, 

Inter fila cantans orat 
Blande, veni, somnule. 

English. 

Sleep, sweet babe ! my cares beguiling' : 

Mother sits beside thee smiling : 

Sleep, my darling, tenderly 1 
If thou sleep not, mother moumeth, 

Singing as her wheel she tumeth : 

Como, soft slumber, balmily I 


EPITAPH ON AH INFAHT. 

{ «S^^TS balmy lips the infant blest 

Relaxing from its mother’s breast. 
How sweet it heaves the happy sigh 
Of innocent satiety ! 




S IB Th / A' A' A K A J ' hAS , 

And such my input's I 

0 toll, rutle Htotio ! tho puHsiT-hy, 
That here a pretty bulx" (ioth Viv, 
Death sang to Hle(*p with lulluhy. 


MELANCnOl^V, 


A FUAOMF.NT. 

TITRETCIIMD on a mnuhh'red Al)]>ey\s 

^ broailtNst. wall, 

f Where ruining ivit'H propt the ruins 

^ HttU'P — 

Her folded arms wrapping lier taUtuml |>alh 
Had Melancholy mused luu'Htdt to Hlta*p. 

The fern was’^presacd beni'ath her hair, 

The dark gre(‘n Adder’s Tongue 1 was tlauv ; 
And still as past the lagging sea-gub^ weak, 

The long lank leaf bowe<l fluttering o'er h(‘r duM‘k. 


That pallid check was flushml : h»*r eager look 

Beamed eloquent in sluinher ! Inly wrouglit, 
Imperfect sounds her Tuoving lips forstadc, 

And her bent forehead worked with troubled 
thought. 

Strange was the dream that fllh‘d Iier soul, 

Nor did not whispering spirits roll 
A mystic turmilt, and a fateful rhyim-i 
Mixed with wild shapings of the tinhorn time. 

* First published in the Merning Chronicle, in the year 
179t. 

t A botanical mistalte. The phwit I meant i« caUed the 
Hai't's Tongue; but this would nnltichily the poetical 
effect. Caduf ergo JSotnnice. 
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TBLL’S BIETIl-PLACB. 

mitJkT»D fEOM ffrO)UB»EG» 


I, 



AKK tliii holy cbapl well ! 

The birth-j^e, thiB* of William Toil. 
Here* where itandte God*fi altar dread. 
Stood hi8 paroots^ marrii^-bod. 


XL 

Here fixtt* m inGmt to her bmet, 

Him hi» lotiag mother proat; 

And kiaeed the babe, and bleseed the day, 
And prayed a« mothers use to pray. 


xu. 

** Vouchsafe him health, 0 God I and give 
The child Thy servant still to Kre 
But God had destined to do more 
Through him, than through an armed power. 


XT. 

God gave him reverence of laws, 
y#t stirring blood in Freedom's cause — 
A spirit to Eis rocks idcin. 

The eye of the hawk, and the hre therein. 

To Nature andtoHol/wxit 
Alone did God the boy commit ; 

Where iashed and roared the torrent, oft 
His soul i^und wings, and soared aloft ! 





leaves. 

VI. 

The stramingr oar and chamois chaso 
Had formed liis limbs to stron^,^th and grace : 
On wave and wind t]ie boy would toss. 

Was g‘reat, nor knew how great he was I 


vir. 

He knew not that liis chosen hand. 
Made strong* by God, his native land 
Would rescue from the shameful yoke 
Of Slavery the which he broke I 


A CHRISTMAS CAEOL. 


jJHE Shepherds went their hasty way. 
And found the lowly stable-shml 
Where the Virgin-Mother lay : 
And now they checked their 
tread, 

Wmr to the Babe, that at her bosom clung, 

A mother’s song the Virgin-Mother sung. 



n. 

®»ey told her how a glorious lights 
Steaming* h-om a heavenly throng, 
Aro^d them shone, suspending night 1 
WMte sweeter than a Mother^s song, 
4hgels' heralded the Saviour’s birth, 

oh high'l and Peace on Barth, 
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III. 

She listei>ed to the tale divine, 

And closer still the Babe she pressed; 

And while she cried, the Babe is mine ! 

The milk rushed faster to her breast : 

Joy rose within her, like a summer’s morn; ^ 

PeiWJO, Peace on Earth ! the Prince of Peace is l>orn* 

IV. 

Thou Mother of the Prince of Peace, 
i^oor, simple, and of low estate ! 

That strife should vanish, battle cease, 

0 why should this thy soul elate ? 

Swec‘t music’s loudest note, the poet’s story. 

Did st thou ne’er love to hear of fame and glory ? 


V. 

And is not War a youthful king, 

A stately hero dad in mail? 

Beneath Ins footsteps laurels spring ; 

Him earth’s majestic monarchs hail 
Their fViend, their playmate I and his hold hrigdit eye 
Compels the maiden’s love-confessing sigh. 

vr. 

** Tell this in some more courtly scene, 

To maids and youths in robes of state I 
I am a woman poor and mean, 

And therefore is my soul elate. 

War is a ruffian, all with guilt defiled, 

That from the aged father tears his child ! 

VII. 

A murderous fiend, by fiends adored, 

He kills the sire and starves the son ; 
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The htisbancl kills, and from her board 
Steals all his widow’s toil had won ; 

Plunders God’s world of beauty; rends away 

All safety from the night, all comfort from the <day. 

viir. 

“ Tben wisely is my soul elate. 

That strife should vanish, battle cease : 

I’m poor and of a low estate, 

The Mother of the Prince of Peace. 

Joy rises in me, like a summer’s morn : 

Peace, Peace on Earth, the Prince of Peace is l>oi-ny" 


lIPHAlsr LIFIC, 

ON THE BENIAIi OF IMMORTA-IillT. A. FilA.GME2SrT , 

F dead, we cease to bej if total gloom 
Swallow np life’s brief Hash for a;ye, we 
fare 

As summer-gusts, of sudden birtl:i and 
doom. 

Whose sound and motion not alono doclai'e. 

But are their whole of being ! If the breath 
Be life itself, and not its task and tout, 

If even a soul like Milton’s can know death ; 

O Man! thou vessel purposeless, unmeant. 

Yet drone-hive strange of phantom purposes, 

Surplus of nature’s dread activity, 

■Which, as she gazed on some nigh-hnished vase, 
[Retreating slow, with meditative pause. 

She formed with restless hands unconseioussly- 






sibylline leaves. 

Blank accident ! nothing’s anomaly ! 

If rootless thus, thus aukstanceless thy state, 

Go, woigli thy dreams, and be thy 
The coxmter- weights ! — ^Thy laughter and thy t 
Mean but themselves, each fittest to create 
And to repay the other t Why rejoices 

Thy heart with hollow joy for hollow ^ 

Why cowl thy face beneath the mourner s » 

Why waste thy sighs, and thy lamenting voices^ 

Image of image, ghost of ghostly elf, ij ^ 
That such a thing, as thon, feel’st warm , 

Yet what and whence thy gain, if thou 
Theas costless shadows of thy shadowy se 
Be sad ! he glad ! be neither! seek, or shnn “ j 

Thou hast no reason why I Thou canst have 
Thy being’s being is contradiction. 


AN ODE TO THE BAIN. 

COMPOSEU) BBFORB DAY-LIGHT, ON THl MOKNINO- 
DOlKTBn FOR THE DLPARTUKB OP A YBRY WORTHTST, 
BUT NOT YEB-Y PLEASANT "VISITOR J 
WHOM IT WAS FEARED THE RAIN MIGHT DBTAIW- 



KNOW it is dark; and though I 


lain 

Awake, as I guess, 
I have not once o 


an hour or twair^ 
pened the lids oi icmy 


ayes. 

But I lie in the dark, as a hUnd man Ues. 
O Kain ! that I lie listening to. 




Tou^'re but a dolefu! noiiml nt . 
I owe you little tlianks^ ttup, 

JF'or breaking* tlius tiiy riMHl|'»| j 
Tot if, as soon as it in light, 

O Rain I you will hut talto yon^ 

I^Il neither I'ail, nor muiliVc? ^ 

Though sick and mom for unnt of»I{i|,|, . 
But only now, for tliia tmo <|i»v, 

I>o go, dear Rain 1 <Io go nHfity I 


If* 

O Eain ! with your <Iull 

The clash hard I>r. «".! tlir n.urmur ,!I , 

You know, if you know «ug|,f, timt ty,, 

Both night and clay, btit ill . ’ 

Ror days, and months, and aJm«»e smn 
Have limped on thr«u«:h tl,i» ' 

Since body of mine, and minv wrwtlii r 
Have lived on easy turtnn ' 

Yet ifi as soon as it in lighl, 

O Hain ! you will but toJto va,,, «.• i, 
Thoug-h you should conie umjii to.m«r 
And bring with you bod, ^ Lal rr;: 
a^ough^eto^ach ehouid 

ra nothing speak of you but »dl. 

Snt only now for this one d»v 
Ho go, dear Kain i do go , 

Bain I I ne’er t, 

You re a good creature in vom* «,* 

^y, I could write T^k 
Would fit a parson’s lower diulf! ’ 
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Showing, how very good v vi 

What th<^n ? sometimes be fai 

And if sometimes, why to-day c 
Bo go, dear Hain I do go away 1 


25 ^ 


Boar Eain ’ if I’ve been cold and sby. 
Take no offence ! I’U y<>«. wby- 
A dear old Friend e’en now is here,^ 

And with him came nay ’ 

After long ahsence now mst met, 

UnpT months by pain and e"®f 
Wo throe dear frienda ! m truth, we groan 
Impatiently to be alone. t 

We three, you mark ! and not one more . 
The strong wish makes my tpmt sore. 

W© have so much to talh about, 

So many sad things to let out; 

Bo many tears in our ©y^comers, 

Bitting like little Jachy Horners 
In short, as soon as it is clay, 

I>o go, dear Bain ! do go away. 


And this rU swear to you, de^ Bam . 
Whenever you shall oojne i^n. 

Be you as duE as e’er you could 
(An^ by the bye ’tis "tideistoc-d, 
Tou^r© not so pleasant, as you ro gu y, 

Yel knowing laE y-- rtlfl- 

I’ll welcome you with 

And though you stayed a week or m 
Were ten times duEer than hefor , 



BJ:BYZLL17S[n 

Yet with kind lieart, aad riglit good will, 
Fllsifc and listen to ym still; 

N'orshionld youiL go aiay, dear Rain ! 
Uiainvited toremaioi. 

But only aow, for -fcliis one day, 

]> o go^ dear Rain ! do go away. 


rm YISIT OF THEO-ODS. 

IMITAXID IFEOU: SCIEILLEIl. 

lE'VER, believe me. 

Appear tlie Immortals, 
fever alone: 

Scarcse had t wlcomed tlie sor- 
roTr-t>egailer, 

laxjcbas! but in came boy Cupid, the smiler ; 
lo ! Pli(Bl>xis,tliegtorions,(lesc 6 iidsrroin. his throne 1 
Tliey adya-xice, thejr floating tlie Oly-mpians all! 
Witoh I>ivini.ties fills my 
Texresfcrial lall ! 



How shallly-ield you 
Hue enteartainiLmenit, 

Celestial quire? 

Me rather^ bright guests! withi your wings of np- 
buoyaaoe 

Bear aloft toyourhonies,to your haaquets ofjoyance, 
Phat -therroofe ofOlym ^iia may echo my lyre ! 

Hah I we moupQt! ontteir pinions they waft up nay 
soial! 

C give lat’e tho nectar I 
O fill me the howl! 
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Clivf hm th® «®etar I 
P«iir f«it for tli0 \ 

H«’b« 1 pour frix? I 

Quiokon Itii with c^loatiul tl©w, 

That Btyx th» no more he may view, 

Anti liko one of m gotk may ooneeifc him to be I 
Thank«, Hebe ! I qtmf it I lo Piean, I cry ! 
Th© wine of the Immortals 
FtirhitSs mo to die 1 


KLEGT, 

IMttAWt fmm 0?(B or AKEWSmB^S BnANK-VERSK 
HfUCEimONS. 

EAE the Ion© pile with ivy overspread, 

Fast by tlwi rivulet’s aJeep-persuadini^ 
noun^t 

WItem ** sleeps tl^ moonlight” on yoti 
verdiant — 

0 humbly prm febat ©onseomted ground 1 

For them does Kdmuud rest, the learned swain I 
And there bi« spirit mo^ d^ights to rove : 

Y©ai^ Mmwndl for each harmonious strain. 

And the sort wminds of Ill-requited love. 

like »omt Ml tree that spreads its branches wide. 
And loads th# wist-wiiid with i^ soft periume, 
Hlswimhoodyoi^Kieai tiH the fmthless pnde 
Of Mr Mftdhift mnk him to the tomb. 
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^lid rigliteous heaven her g:xJiilt pursue I 
VjTiere’er with wildered steps she 'wa.njlered pale, 
Edmund’s image rose to blast hor view, 

Still Edmund^s voice accused her xii each gahj. 

^^ith keen regret, and conscious guilti’a alarms. 
Amid the pomp of affluence she pined ; 

all that lured her faith from Edmiiuds arms 
^ffld lull the wakeful horror of her minci 

! tell the tale with sorrow fraught : 
feome tearful maid perchance, or blooming youth, 
it in remembrance; and bo taught 
fhat riches cannot pay for Love or Truth, 





TOE DESTINY OF NATIONS, 

A ^SION, 

USPICIOUS Raverenee I Hush aII meaner 
song, 

Bro we the deep preluding strain have 
poured 

To the Great Father, only rightful King, 

Kternal h’ather ! King Chinniptenf; I 
Btmeath Whose shadowy banners, wide unfurled, 
Justict^ leads forth her tyrant-quelling hosts. 

Buch symphony requires best instrument. 

SeiscH then, tny soul I from Freedom’s trophied dome 
The liarp which hangeth high between the shields 
Of Brutus ami Leonidas ; With that 
Btmng musio, that solicitang spell, force bacTc 
Earth’s hw and stirring spirit that lies entranced. 

For what is freedom, but the unfettered use 
Of ail the powers which God for use had given ? 

But chiefly this, Him flrst, Him last to view 
Through meatier powers and secondary things 
Eifhlfiiit, a* riirough diouds that veil His blasse. 

For all that meets the bodily sense I deem 
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Symbolical, one mighty alphabet 

Per infant minds ; and wc in thl« low world 

Placed with our backs to bright rtmlity^ 

That we may learn with yoang unwoimded ken 
The sahstanoe from its shmiow. Infinite I^vt» 
Whose latence is the plenitude of all, * 

Thou with retracted beams, and self-^Ktlipni^ 

Veiling rerealest thy otornal sun. 

But some there are who cioenn themsolyes most fm 
TThen they within this gross and vdsihlo sph^rt^ 
Chain down the winged thought, scofjing imeonfc 
Proud in their meannoas: and th«m8olv(« they client 

TVith noisy ernptiness of learn 0(1 phim^, * 

Their subtle fluids, impaushs, easences. 

Self-working tools, uncaused ©fltwta, and id| 

Those blind omnisedonts, thoiie ^mighty aia^rs 
Untenanting creation of it« <3od, ' 

But properties are God : the naked maun 
(If mass there bo, fantaatio guesii ©r ghost) 

Acts only by its inactivity. 

Here we pause humbly. Others bddlw think 
That as on© body seems the aggregate 
Of atoms numberless, each oiganised j 
So by a strange and dim simifthid® 

Infinite myriads of Belf«eoniici 0 tj« mind# 

Are one all-conseious Spirit, whkh mformi 
IVith absolute ubiquity of thought 
(His one eternal sdf-aJErming $&tf) 

All his involved Monads, that y#t mmm 
With various provino® and apt Bg^ney 
Each to pursue its own « 0 lf-oiqat©f|Rg md. 

Some nurse the infent diamond in th« iwliiti 
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Bomo roll tlio gonial tlimugh the oak; 

Borne drive the mutinotm olinulu to clash in air, 
And rushing on the storm with whirlwind «|)oed, 
Yoke the rSi lightninp to thoir volleying car. 

Thus these pursue their never-varying eourae, 

No eddy in their atroam# Otliera, more wild, 

With complex interests weaving human fatt^, 
Duteous or proud, alike obetikmt all, 

Evolve the proceea of eternal gowl. 

And what if some rebellious, o er dark realms 
Arrogate power? yet thee# train up to Ood, 

And on the rude eye, unoonirmed for clay, 

Flash meteor-lights bettor than total gloom. 

As ere from Lieule-Oaive^s vapoury head 
The Laplander beholds th© far-off sun 
Dart his slant beam on nnobeying snows, 

While yet the stem and solitary night 
Brooks no alternate sway, the 6or^ Mom 
With mimic lustre substitut©!! its gl^m, 

Guiding his course or by Niemi lake 
Or Balda-Zhiok,^ or th© mmty stone 
Of Solfar«Kapp6r,f while the snowy blast 
Drifts arrowy by, or eddies round his sledge, 
Making the poor babe at its mother’s backj 

* ^oMaZhiok} i* #. mous highest motmtaiti 

in Lapland. 

t “ Abfe(/^-iEhjpp#r t oapitinm Sidfliir, hb lonn* omnbm qnot- 
<)Uot vetemm Lapponnin inperiUtin sscHflriia religlos^ne 
eulboi dedinavit, celttbr«.Ui«dmttsca'at,ln parte siansnuntmlU 
situs, semimilliaris iipatb a marl distant. Ipse loons, qnem 
ounositntis gratia alicinando me invlilsse mstnini, dntvhns 
prealtb Upidibus. sihi taviceia w^pesltis, quornm alter musro 
clronmdatus amt, oonatabat/*— Laaaina, Bn tjrmmihm, 

I The l4ipla*id wntnen «ifw their infhnts at their hiujk In 
a piece of excavated wood, wnich iMiirvet them fbr a orntlb, 
•Opposite to the inf^Cs mouth there ba hub for it to UmtUo 
8 
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Scream in its scanty cratllc* j he the while 
Wins gentle solace as with upwanl »‘v<< 

He marks the streamy banners of tho North, 
Thinking himself those bn>Pl»y spirits shall j'oin 
Who there in floating robes of rosy light 
Dance sportively, For Fancy Is the |>ow(*r 
That first unaensnalisses the dark mind. 

Giving it new delights ; and bids it swell 
With wild activity; and jKmpling fttV, 

By obscure fears of boings invisible, 

Emancipates it from tlu) grosser thmll 
Of the present impulsa teiuddng Helf-mjfro}, 

Till Superstition with uiUHmmn’ouH hand 
Seat Reason on her throno. Whertd(jr(* not vidj) 
Nor yet without ponnithHl power impreHmKh 
I deem those legends tc^rribh*, with which * 

The polar ancient thrilk hia uncouth throng 
Whether of pitying Spirit44 that make their nmno 
O'er slaughtered infantw, or that giant birtl 
Vuokho, of whose rushing winp the nojMo 
Is tempest, when the unutt«*rmb!ii* 

Speeds from the mother of Death, and uttem onec 
That shriek, which never Munitwr hmnlnnil livi.d 
Or if the Greenland Wimrfl in stmngi* trance 
Pierces the untravelltxi realma of Occjin’g h,,|| 
(Where live the innocent »a far from car«^ 


tftrotign.-- Mirandum proj^u* mt ft vin frfflibilf uM pm yi 
dxsse conhgit. L&pmnrn hyam# lt«r h^imtm mtvmtm 
montes, perque horrfda ft invim i^swaa. m 
pore quo omma perpettili i»ivib«» tibtufta aaoffi uJvmw* vfiitil 
^itantur et in gyros aguntar, vi^, ^ 

babeat, ip.a mater In domo baltilM, In 
ipsiTocam) quod pro coni# atuptari i» 

* Jaibnie Aibmo'. 
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h% from tb© «tormji and overwhelming^ wavt‘s 
Dark tumWing on tho aurfaeo of the deop), 
Over the abysm, even to that utturmOHt cavo 
By mii-shapod prmiigiea beleaguered, auch 
As earth ne’er bred, nor air, nor the upper sea. 


Theit^ dwells the Pury Form, whose unheard name 
With eager eye, jmie cheek, su«p«mde<l breath, 

And lips half-o|xming with the dread of sound, 
llnalwping Silence guanls, worn out with fear 
U^t haply osoaping on some treacherous blast 
The fatethl word let slip tJbe elements 
And frensty Nature, Yet the wizard her, 

Armed with Tomgarauok's * power, the SpiritofGo(*d, 
Forets to unclmin the fomlful progeny 
Of tho Ocean stream. — Wild phantasies ! yet wise, 
On the victorious goodness of high God 
Teaching reliance, and medicinal hope, 

Till fVom Bethabra northward, heavenly Tnitli 
With gratlual steps winning her difficult way, 
Tmnsfer their rude Faith perfected and pure. 

If there be beings of higher class than Man, 

I deem no nobler province they possess, 

Than by disposal of apt circumstance 

To rear up kingdoms ; and the deeds they prompt, 

Distinguishing iVom mortal agency, 

• Thty ealt the Gbod Spirit, Torngarsuok. The ether 
great but mati|i;itant spirit li a nameleae Female; she dwells 
under the eea tn a great house, where she can detain in cap- 
tivit;? all the auiimdsofthe ocean by her magic power. "When 
m dearth hefkUs the Gte^nlandwra, au Angekok or m^ciau 
mast nadertabe a ]wamey thither; he passes throu^ the 
kittgdam of soubs, over a horrible abyss Into the Palace of 
this phantom, asid by his enohantments causes the captive 
oreattttee to aecoad airoctly to the surface of the ocean. 
Uiya«t«''s Afitf. ^ GnmUrnd, vol. i. 206 . 
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They choose their hmnan ministers frono sucli states 
As still the Epic song half fears to namo, ^ 

Repelled from all the minstrelsies that strike 
The palace-roof and soothe the monarch's pride. 

And such, perliaps, the Spirit, who (if weirds 
Witnessed by answering deeds may chum our fnitlj) 
Held commune with that warrior-maid of IVaticc 
Who scourged the Invader. — From her infant dayn, 
With Wisdom, mother of retired thoiJ^fhtsf, 

Her soul had dwelt; and she was qinck to mark 
The good and evil thing, in human loro 
Undisciplined. For lowly was her birth, 

And Heaven had doomed her early years to toil, 
That pure from tyranny's least deed, hon^df 
Unfeared by fellow-natures, slie might wait 
On the poor labouring man with kindly hwiks* 

And minister refreshment to the tire<I 
Way-wanderer, when along the rough hewn Waeh 
The sweltry man had stretched him, and aloft 
Vacantly watched the rudely pictured boarti 
Which on the mulberry hough with weIt?oine rn»tk 
Swung to the pleasant breeze. Here, too, the Maiif 
Learnt more than schools could teach ; Man « shift- 
ing mind, 

His vices and his sorrows ! and full ofl 
At tales of cruel wrong and strange difitrww 
Had wept and shivered. To the totteriuir tdcl 
Still as a daughter would she run : she placHwl 
His cold limbs at the sunny door, and Iov«d 
To hear him story, in his garrulous sort, 

Of his eventful years, all come and gone. 

So twenty seasons past. The Vlrg;in*« form. 

Active and tall, nor sloth nor luxury 
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Had sbrunlt or paled. Her front sublime and broiwl. 
Her flexile eya-brows wildly haired and low. 

And her full eye, now bright, now unillumod, 

B|>aka more than Woman’s thought : and all lie** Ititee 
Was moulded to such features, as declared. 

That pity there had ofl and strongly worked. 

And 8omVtimt‘s indignation, Bohl her mien. 

And like a haughty huntress of the woods^ 

Bhe uiovchI ; yet sure she was a gentle maid t 
And in each motion her most innocent soul 
Beanu'd forth so brightly, that who saw woulH 
(Ju'ilt was a thing impossible in her I 
Nor idly would have said, for she had lived 
In this had world, as in a place of tombs. 

And toucheil not the pollutions of the dead, 

’Twas the cold season when the rustic’s eyo 
From the drear desolate whiteness of his fieloia 
Bolls for relief to watch the sldoy tints 
And clouds slow varying their huge imagery ; 

When now, as she was wont, the healthM 
Had left her pallet ere one beam of day 
Slanted the fo^-smoke. She went forth nlon^» 
Urged by the indwelling angel-guide, that orfe. 

With dim inexplicable sympathies 
X)ie(|uieting the heart, shapes out man’s coutS€> 

To the pr^oomed adventure. Kow the aseex^-fe 
Bh© climbs of that steep upland, on whose top 
The Pilgrim-man, who long since eve had watc«CKi 
The alien shine of unconceming stars, 

Shon^ to himself, there first the abhey-Hghta 
Been in Keufehaters vale; now slopes adowix 
The winding sheep-track vale- ward ; when? b^iiola 
la the first entrmio© of the level road 



262 SIB'-i’LLlNB BKAVES. 

An unattended team I The foromost horao 
Laj with stretched limbs ; the others, yet alivo 
But stiff and cold, stood motionless, tludr 
Hoar with the frozen night dews. I)ism«II y 
The dark-red dawn now glintinaorod ; hut its 
Disclosed no face of man. Tho maiden panne 
Then hailed who might be near. No voit'e 
From the thwart wain at length there reached her ear 
A sound so feeble that it alrnost seemed 
Distant — and feebly, with slow effort pushed, 

A miserable man crept forth : bis limbs 
The silent frost had eat, scathing like tire. 

Faint on the shafts he rested. She, mean fitni», 

Saw crowded close beneath the coverture 
A mother and her children — ^lifeless all. 

Yet lovely I not a lineament was marred — 

Death had put on so slumber-Hke a form ! 

It was a piteous sight; and one, a hahe, 

The crisp milk frozen on its innocent lips, 

Lay on the woman’s arm, its little hand 
Stretched on her bosom. 


rm, j „ Mutoly quoRfionir,^^ 

The Maid gazed wildly at the living wretch. 

He, his head feebly turning, on the group 
Moked with a vacant stare, and his eye apoke 
Ihe drowsy edm that steals on worn-out aniriiiah. 
She shuddered: but, each vainer pang subdued 
^ick disentangling from the foremost hors# 
ihe rustic bands, with difficulty and toil 
ihe stiff, cramped team forced homeward, 
arrived 

Anxioudy tends him she with healing heri», 

And weeps and prays-but the numb ^wer cf doatl, 
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B|>rea<lH oVr liis limbs; and ere the noon-ti<l«s hour, 
The hovc^ring Hpirits of his wife and babes 
ICail him immortal ! Yet amid his pangs. 

With interruptions long from ghastly thro<«. 

His voice had faltered out this sirnpie tale. 

The village^ where he dwelt a husbandman. 

By smlden inroad bad biJon seized and firini 
l^ite on the yester evening. With his wife 
And little ones lie hurried his esca|W. 

They saw the ncighhonring hamlets they 

heard 

Uproar and shrieks ! and terror-struck drovet on 
Tbrouglt unfrequented roads, a weary way ! 

Btit saw nor house nor cottage. All had qiif'iichcnl 
Their evening liearth-fire : for the alarm had spread. 
The air clipped keem, the night was fanged with fVost, 
And they provisionleHsI The weeping wife 
III hushed tier children’s moans; and still they 
moaned, 

Till fright ami cold and hunger drank their life* 
They closed their eyes in sleep, nor knew ’twats death* 
Ho only, lashing his o’er-wearied team, 

Gained a sad respite, till beside the base 
Of the high hill his foremost horse dropped dead. 
Then hofadess, strengthless, sick for lack of food, 
He crept beneath the coverture, entranced^ 

Till wakened by the maiden.— Such bis tale. 

Ah ! suffering to the height of what was staffered, 
Stung with too keen a sympathy, the Maid 
Brooded with moving Ups, mute, startfhl, dark 1 
And now her flushed tumultuous features wHot 
Bttch strange vivacity, as fires the eye 
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Of misery fancy-crazed ! and now once more 
IS^aked, and void, and fixed, and all, within, 

The unquiet silence of confused thought 
And shapeless feelings. For a mighty hand 
Was strong upon her, till in the heat of soul 
To the high hill-top tracing back her steps, 

Aside the beacon, up whose smouldered stones 
The tender ivy- trails crept thinly, there. 
Unconscious of the driving element, 

Yea, swallowed up in the ominous dream, she sate, 
Ghastly as broad-eyed Slumber ! a dim anguish 
Breathed from her look ! and still with pant and sob 
Inly she toiled to flee, and still subdued 
Felt an inevitable Presence near. 

Thus as she toiled in troublous ecstasy, 

A horror of great darkness wrapt her round. 

And a voice uttered forth unearthly tones, 

Calming her soul, — “ 0 Thou of the Most High 
Chosen, whom all the perfected in Heaven 
Behold expectant ” 

[The following fragments were intended to form part of 
tke Poem when finished.] 


** Maid beloved of Heaven 1 
(To her the tutelary Power exclaimed) 

Of Chaos the adventurous progeny 
Thou seest j foul missionaries of foul sire, 

Fierce to regain the losses of that hour 

When Love rose glittering, and his gorgeous wings 

Over the abyss fluttered with such glad noise, 

As what time after long and pestfiil calms. 

With slimy shapes and miscreated life 
Poisoning the vast Pacific, the fresh breeze 
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Wakens the merchant-sail uprising. I^ight 
A heavy unimaginable moan 
Sent forth, when she the Protoplast beheld 
Stand beauteous on confusion’s charmed wave. 
Moaning she fled, and entered the Profound 
That leads with downward windings to the Cave 
Of darkness palpable, desert of Death 
Sunk deep beneath Gehenna’s massy roots. 

There many a dateless age the beldame lurked 
And trembled ; till engendered by fierce Hate, 
Fierce Hate and gloomy Hope, a Dream arose, 
Shaped like a black cloud marked with streaks of fire. 
It roused the Hell-Hag : she the ,dew'-damp wiped 
From off her brow, and through the uncouth maze 
Retnic(‘d her steps ; but ere she reached the month 
Of that drear labyrinth, shuddering she paused. 

Nor dared re-enter the diminished Gulf. 

As through the dark vaults of some mouldered tower 
(Which, fearful to approach, the evening hind 
Circles at distance in his homeward way) 

The winds breathe hollow, deemed the plaining groan 
Of prisoned spirits ; with such fearfiil voice 
Night murmured, and the sound through Chaos went. 
Leaped at her call her hideous-fronted brood ! 

A dark behest they heard, an^ rushed on earth. 
Since that sad hour, in camps and courts adored, 
Rebels from God, and tyrants o’er Mankind ! ” 


From his obscure haunt 
Shrieked Fear, of Cruelty the ghastly dam. 
Feverish yet freezing, eager-paced yet slow, 

As she that creeps from forth her swampy reeds, 
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Agne, the biform hag ! when early Spring 
JBeams on the marsh-bred vapours. 


'' Even so (the exulting Maiden said) 

The sainted heralds of good tidings foil. 

And thus they witnessed God! JBiit now diocloinls 
Treading, and storms beneath their feet, they soar 
Higher, and higher soar, and soaring sing 
Loud songs of triumj3h I O ye spirits of Ood, 
Hover around my mortal agonies I ’’ 

She spate, and instantly faint melody 
Melts on her ear, soothing and sad, and slow, 

Such measures, as at calmest midnight heard 
Hy aged hermit in his holy dream, 

Horetell and solace death ; and now tliey tme 
Louder, as when with harp and mingled voi<!(t 
The white-robed* multitude of slanglitered sairifs 
At Heaven's wide-opened portals gratulant 
Heceive some martyred Patriot. The harmony 
Entranced the Maid, till each suspended aanso 
Hrief slumber seized, and confused ecstasy. 


At length awakening slow, she gazed around : 

^ relic of that trance, 

fctill thinmng as she gazed, an Isle appeared, 
its high, 0 erhanging, white, broad-breasted dm 
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Glassed on the subject ocean. A vast plain 
Stretched opposite, where ever and anon 
The ploughman following sad his meagre team 
Turned up fresh sculls unstartled, and the hones 
Of fierce hato-breathing combatants, who there 
All mingled lay beneath the common earth. 

Death’s gloomy reconcilement ! O’er the fields 
Stepped a fair Form, repairing all she might. 

Her temples olive-wreathed; and where she trod, 
Fresh flowerets rose, and many a fooclful herh. 

But wan her cheek, her footsteps insecure. 

And anxious pleasure beamed in her faint eye, 

As she had newly left a couch of pain, 

Pale convalescent ! (Yet some time to rule 
With power exclusive o’er the willing world, 

That West prophetic mandate then fulfilled, 

Peace he on Earth !). A happy while, hut brief. 
She seemed to wander with assiduous feet, ^ 

And healed the recent harm of chill and blight. 
And nursed each plant that fair and virtuous grew. 

But soon a deep precursive sound moaned hollow : 
Black rose the clouds, and now, (as in a dream) 
Their reddening shapes, transformed to warri or-hosts, 
Coursed o’er the sky, and battled in mid-air. 

Nor did not the large blood-drops fall from heaven 
Portentous ! while aloft were seen to float, 

Like hideous features looming on the mist, 

Wan stains of ominous light ! Kesigned, yet sad. 
The fair Form bowed her olive-crowned brow : 
Then o’er the plain with oft reverted eye 
Fled till a place of tombs she reached, and there 
Within a ruined sepulchre obscure 
Pound hiding-place. 
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The delegated Maid 

0sys«4 thTtJOgh her tears, then in sad tones exclaimed, 
** Thm^ mitd-eyed Form I wherefore, ah I wherefore 
fledt 

t1»« p^wer of Justice, like a name all light, 

from thy brow ; but all they, who unblamed 
in thy dwellings, call thee Happiness. 

Ah ! why, uninjured and unprofited, 
amild multitudes against their brethren rush ? 
Ulij mw they guilt, still reaping misery ? 
hmient of care, thy songs, O Peace ! are sweet, 

A# ailer showers the perfumed gale of eve, 

Tlwfct ilngs tl.e cool drops on a feverous cheek : 

And gav thy grassy altar piled with fruits. 

Eat hoists the shrine of demon War one charm, 
Eare that with many an orgie strange and foul, 
around with interwoven arms, 

’t %0 maniac Suicide and giant Murder 
Exalt in their fierce union ! I am sad. 

And k»ow not why the simple peasants crowd 
Btmeatli the chieftains’ standard ! ” Thus the Alaid. 

To her the tutelary Spirit replied : 

** Whm laxnry and lust’s exhausted stores 
K« «B^r© can rouse the appetites of kings ; 

Whe® the low flattery of their reptile lords 
Fatti im aad heavy on the accustomed ear; 

W%mm ewanchs sing, and fools buffoonery make, 

AidI ^kmoem writhe their harlot-limbs in vain : 

War ai»d all its dread vicissitudes 
agitate their stagnant hearts ; 

.its fears, its victories, its defeats, 
s keen condiment I 
TOiimJured and unprofited. 
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(Victims at once and executioners) 

The congregated husbandmen lay waste 
The vineyard and the harvest. As along 
The Bothnic coast, or southward of the Line, 
Though hushed the winds and cloudless the high 
noon, 

Yet if Leviathan, weary of ease, 

In sports unwieldy toss his island-bulk. 

Ocean behind him billows, and before 
A storm of waves breaks foamy on the strand. 

And hence, for times and seasons bloody and dark, 
Short Peace shall skin the wounds of causeless War, 
And War, his strained sinews knit anew, 

Still violate the unfinished works of Peace. 

But yonder look ! for more demands thy view ! 

He said : and straiglitway from the opposite isle 
A vapour sailed, as when a cloud, exhaled 
Prom Egypt’s fields that steam hot pestilence, 
Travels tlie sky for many a trackless league. 

Till o’er some death-doomed land, distant in vain, 

It broods incumbent. Forthwith from the plain, 
Pacing the isle, a brighter cloud arose, 

And steered its course which way the vapour went. 

The Maiden paused, musing what this might mean. 
But long time passed not, ere that brighter cloud 
Returned more briglit: along the plain it swept; 
And soon from forth its bursting sides emerged 
A dazzling form, broad-bosomed, hold of eye, 

And wild her liair, save where with laurels bound. 
Not more majestic stood the healing God, 

When from his bow the arrow sped that slew' 

Huge Python. Shrieked Ambition's giant throng, 
And with them hissed the locust-fiends that crawled 
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And glittered in Corruption’s slimy track. 

Great was their wrath, for short they knew their 
reign : 

And such commotion made they, and uproar. 

As when the mad tornado hollows through 
The guilty islands of the western main, 

What time departing from their native shores, 

Eboe, or Koromantyn’s^ plain of palms, 

* The Slaves in the West-Indies consider death as a pass- 
port to their native country. This sentiment is thus ex- 
pressed in the introduction to a Greek Prize-Ode on tiie 
Slave-Trade, of which the thoughts are better than tlie 
language in which they are conveyed. 

H rxoTou TTtiJuxj', ©avfiWf ,'7r^oX#i7rwv 
Ej ytvog TTMuJot? At«' 

Ou yavmv o-7r«^«yMoir 

OuJ' ohohxtYixutt 

Kau Ku)c>\om Xp^Oitvirom 
K’ octrixoiTiiiv Xet?^' «pojSifOf txtv tr<ri^ 

A>N Ojowf E^lusff^9^ (rovo»xi7f, 

Srtjyyi Tugam I 

A«irwo»f m irrtgvyarcn crnr* 

A ! dctNoeo'O'tov Ku6o(WVTi( OiS/iMC 
Ai6i^7rX«yxTOJf utto Tovr’ cti>tten 
riatTfiJ jjr' aiav. 

Eviot iMxv E^aoToo 
Autpi TDryiio'tv XJTJJWK utt’ oKrtoVy 
Oarer’ vtto iSforoif nrothv (?^0T0t, tet 
A«va Kryovw. 

lITKRAt TRANSIATIOW. 

Leaving the gates of darkness, 0 Death I hasten thou to a 
face yoked with misery 1 Thou wilt not be received with 
lacerations of cheeks, nor with ftinereal ululation— but with 
circling dances, and the joy of songs. Thou art terrible in- 
deed, yet thou dwelleth with Liberty, stern Genius! Borne 
on thy dark pinions over the swelling of Ocean, they return 
to their native country. There, by the side of fountains be- 
neath citron-groves, the lovws tell to their beloved what 
horrors, being men, they had endured from men. 
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The infuriate spirits of the murdered make 
Fierce merriment, and vengeance ask of Heaven, 
Warmed with new influence, the unwholesome plain 
Sent up its foulest fogs to meet the mora : 

The Sun that rose on Freedom, rose in Blood ! 

Maiden beloved, and Delegate of Heaven ! 

(To her the tutelary Spirit said) 

Soon shall the morning struggle into day, 

The stormy morning into cloudless noon. 

Much hast thou seen, nor all canst understand — 
But this be thy best omen — Save thy Country ! ” 
Thus saying, from the answering Maid he passed, 
And with him disappeared the heavenly Vision. 

Glory to Thee, Father of Earth and Heaven ! 
All conscious Presence of the universe ! 

Hature^s vast Ever-acting Energy ! 

In will, in deed,' Impulse of All to All ! 

Whether Thy love with unrefracted ray 
Beam on the Prophet’s purged eye, or if 
Diseasing realms the enthusiast, wild of thought. 
Scatter new frenzies on the infected throng. 

Thou both inspiring and predooming both. 

Pit instruments and best, of perfect end : 

Glory to Thee, Father of Earth and Heaven ! ” 


And first a landscape rose. 
More wild and waste and desolate than where 
The white bear, drifting on a field of ice. 
Howls to her sundered cubs with piteous rage 
And savage agony. 
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PREFACE.* 

« ^ + A-f thA folloMnnc poem was written in the yeu^. 

The first part of the loiio g p Somerset. The second parliJ 
1797, at Stowey, m ^eco^ty t S KeswicM 

after my latter date, my poetic powers havl 

Gumberland. i_ „ et-ate of suspended animation. Eoo 

been, till very lately, ux a state oyuspeu c ^ 

as in my very first no less than with thel 

present to my mind, -^jth the wholeness n 

fiveliness of f t* of the pre- 

in verse ^>jable, that if the poem had hoen dnished 

sent yeai. periods, or if even the first and second 

at either of the former p ^ impression o. 

part had been pub ished in I ^ 

fts^origxn^ity would have b^e ^ indolence 

pr^ent expect. «ut m exclusive purpose , 

to blame. The dates ar servile imitation from 

"s a =et who seem to 

^bohave no ‘‘‘^‘^^f^tSjCdXwould therefore 

wwSI y riU t£y behold flowing, from a, per- 
charitably del ne every jTiu tank I am confident, 

Ver^oa of twp monkish Latin hexameters . 

• To the edition of 1816. 
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^Tis miae and it is likewise yours ; 

Bat an if this will not do ; 

Let it be mine, good friend! for I 

Am the poorer of the two. 

I have only to add, that the metre of the Christahel is not, 
properly speaking, irregular, though it may seem so from its 
beiag founded on a new principle : nainely, mat of counting 
in e^h line the accents, not the syllables. Though the lat- 
ter may vary from seven to twelve, yet in each liuti the accents 
will he found to be only four. Nevertheless this occasional 
variation in the nnmhei’ofsyllables is not introduced wantonly, 
or for the mere ends of convenience, but in correspondence 
with some transition, in the nature of the imagery oi* 
passion. 

PAST I. 

IS the middle of night by the castle 
clock, 

And the owls have awakened the crowing 
cock ; 

Tn — whit I Tu — whoo ! 

And hark, again ! the crowing cock. 

How drowsily it crew. 

Sir Leoline, the Baron rich. 

Hath a toothless mastiff bitch ; 

From her kennel beneath the rock 
She makes answer to the clock, 

Four for the quarters, and twelve for the hour; 
Bver and aye, moonshine or shower, 

Sixteen short howls, not over loud ; 

Some say, she sees my lady^s shroud. 

Is the night chilly and dark ? 

The night is chilly, but not dark. 

thin; gray cloud is spread on high, 

It covers but not hides the sky. 

T 
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The moon is beliind, and at the full ; 

And yet she loolcs both small and. dull. 
The night is chill, the cloud is gr^y * 
a month before the month of Maj, 
And the Spring comes slowly up this way. 

The lovely lady, Christabel, 

Whom her :fe,ther loves so well. 

What mates her in the wood so late 
A furlong from the qastle gate ? 

She had dreams all yesternight 
Of her own betrothed knight ; 

Dreams that made her moan and leap. 

As on her bed she lay in sleep ; 

And she in the midnight wood will pray 
For the weal of her lover that’s far away. 

She stole along, she nothing spohe. 

The breezes they were still also ; 

And naught was green upon the oak, 

Bnt moss and rarest mistletoe : ^ 

She kneels beneath the huge oak tree. 
And in silence prayeth she. 

*1^ lady leaps up suddenly, . 

The lovely lady, Christabel ! 

It moaned as near, as Bfear can be, 

But wbat it is, she cannot tell. — 

0% the other side it seems to he. 

Of ^fcehuge, broad-breasted, old oak tree. 

is chili ; the forest bare ; 
il wind that moaneth bleak ? 

IWm is not wind enough in the air 
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To move away the ringlet curl 
1^ rom the lovely lady’s cheek — 

There is not wind enough to twirl 
The one red leaf, the last of its clan, 

That dances as often as dance it can, 

Hanging so light, and hanging so high, 

On the topmost twig that looks up at the sky. 

Hush, heating heart of Christabel ! 

Jesu, Maria, shield her well ! 

She folded her arms beneath her cloak, 

And stole to the other side of the oak. 

What sees she there ? 

There she sees a damsel bright, 

Brest in a silken robe of white. 

That shadowy in the moonlight shone ; 

Her neck, her feet, her arms were bare ; 

And the Jewels disordered in her hair. 

I guess, ’twas frightful there to see 
A lady so richly clad as she — 

Beautiful exceedingly I 

Mary mother, save me now ! 

(Said Christabel,) and who art thou ? 

The lady strange made answer meet, 

And her voice was faint and sweet : — 

Have pity on my sore distress, 

I scarce can speak for weariness : 

Stretch forth thy hand, and have no fear. 

Said Christabel, how earnest thou here? 

And the lady, whose voice was fain^and 
Bid thus pursue her answer meet 
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My sire is of a noMe line. 

And my name is Geraldine : 

I'ive warriors seized me yestermorn, 

]Me, eyen me, a maid forlorn : 

They choked my cries with fhrce and fright. 
And tied me on a palfrey white. 

The palfirey was as fleet as wind, 

And they rode furiously hehind. 

They spurred amain, their steeds were white : 
And once we crossed the sha^ie of night. 

As sure ^ Heaven shall reaetxe me, 


I have no thought what men tliey he ; 

ISfor do I know how long it is 
(For I have lain in fits I wis) 

Since one, the tallest of the five. 

Took me from the palfrey^'s back, 

A weary woman, scarce alive* 

Some muttered words his comrades spoke : 
He placed me underneath this oak ; 

He swore they would return with haste ; 
"Whither they went I cannot teB — 

I thought I heard, some mmiites past. 
Sounds as of a castle bell. , , , ^ 

Stretch forth thy hand (thus ^d«d she), 
And help a wretched maid to 


Then Christahel stretched forth her hand 
And comforted fair Geraldine : 

And saying that she shotiia command 
The service of Sir Lieoline ; 

And straight he convoyed, fr^ rrtm wmi, 
Hack to her noble father^s halL 


So up she rose ; and forth thev 
With hurrymg srteps, yet notlung h»t, 
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An^ stars the lady blest, 

^li:i'ista.l>el she sweetly said — 
liousehold are at rest, 

Biir *r sleeping in his bed ; 

is weak in health, 
ainrx^^ xiot well awakened be, 

-*^5^ room we’ll creep in stealth, 

yon -to-night must sleep with me* 

cirossed the moat, and Chriatabel 
■t’ti.o isiey that fitted well ; 

. door she opened straight, 

VkT tiKe raiddle of the gate ; , * . * 

4^,^ ^fit-fee that was ironed within and without, 

W army in battle ^y had marched out, 

la,^y sank, heliko through pain, 
OKristahel with might and main 
i^feo<a. Ixer mp, a weary weight, 

^ V ex* -fclxe tb.reshold of the gate : 

^Heix -fclie lady rose again, 

Atufi xaaoved, as she were not in pain, 

^ free from danger, free from fear, 

* Ixey oirossed the court: right glad they were. 
Aicfcci Oliristahel devoutly cried 
“fclae Lady by her side ; 

Pr“*M.se Awo the Virgin all divine 

Ka-tli rescued thee from thy distress ! 
A1 «u 3, elas 1 said Geraldine, 

1 <»a.nixot speak for weariness. 

"free from danger, free from fear, 

*Plrxoy crossed the court : right glad they were- 

CjhtxtJsicdLe lior kenne l the mastiff old 
fsLst asleep, in moonshine cold. 



278 CHBISTABEL, 

The mastiff old did not awake, 

Tet she an angry moan did make ! 

And what can ail the mastiff bitch ? 
jN'erer till now she uttered yell 
Beneath the eye of Christabel. 

Perhaps it is the owlet’s acritch : 

Por what can ail the mastiff bitch ? 

They passed the hall, that echoes still, 

Pass as lightly as yon will I 

The brands were flat, the brands were dying, 

Amid their own white ashes lying; 

But when the lady passed, there came 
A tongue of light, a fit of flame ; 

And Christabel saw the lady’s eye, 

And nothing else saw she thereby. 

Save the boss of the shield of Sir Leoline tall. 
Which hung in a murky old niche in the wall. 
0 softly tread, said Christabel, 

My father seldom sleepeth well. 

Sweet Christabel her feet she bares. 

And they are creeping up the stairs ; • 

N’ow in glimmer, and now in gloom. 

And now they pass the paron’s room. 

As still as death with stifled breath I 
And now have reached her chamber door; 

And now doth Greraldine press down 
The rushes of the chamber floor, 

'^e moon shines dim in the open air. 

And not a moonbeam enters here, 
flmy without its light can see 
#amher carved so curiously. 
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Carved with figures strange and sweet, 

All made out of the carver^s brain, 
b'or a lady’s chamber meet : 

The lamp with twofold silver chain 
Is fastened to au angel’s feet. 

The silver lamp bums dead and dim ; 

But Christabel the lamp will trim. 

She trimmed the lamp, and made it bright, 
And left it swinging to and fro. 

While Geraldine, in wretched plight. 

Sank down upon the floor below. 

0 weary lady, Geraldine, 

1 pray you, drink this cordial wine ! 

It is a wine of virtuous powers ; 

My mother made it of wild flowers. 

And will your mother pity me, 

Who am a maiden most forlorn ? 

Christabel answered — Woe is me ! 

She died the hour that I was born. 

I have heard the grey-haired friar tell, 
How on her death-bed she did say, 

That she should hear the castle-bell 
Strike twelve upon my wedding-day. 

0 mother dear I that thou wert here ! 

1 would, said Geraldine, she were ! 

But soon with altered voice, said she — 

** Off, wandering mother ! Peak and pine ! 
I have power to bid thee flee.” 

Aias 1 what ails poor Geraldine ? 

Why stares she with unsettled eye ? 
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Can slue the bodiless dead espy ? 

And why with hollow voice cries she, 

“ Off, woman, oflF! this hour is mine — 
Though thou her guardian spirit be^ 

Off, woman, off! ’tis given to me.” 

Then Christabel knelt by the lady’s si<]e, 
And raised to heaven her eyes so blue — 
Alas ! said she, tliis ghastly ride — 

Deal' lady ! it hath wildered you ! 

The lady wiped her moist cold brow, 

And faintly said, ’Tis over now !” 

Again the wild-flower wine she drank ; 
Her fair large eyes ^gan glitter bright, 
And from the floor whereon she sank. 
The lofty lady stood upright ; 

She was most beautiful to see, 

Like a lady of a far countr^e. 

And th us the 

Aff tfiey," who liye, in the upper skv, 
D8*1 j3V^‘ou, holy ChTistabel ! 

And you love them, and foiSj^eir sake 
And for the good which me befell, 

Even I in my degree will try. 

Fair maiden, to requite you well. 

But now unrobe yourself; for I 
Must pray, ere yet in bed I lie. 

Quoth Christabel, so let it he ! 

And as the lady hade, did she. 

Her gentle limbs did she nndrosa, 

And lay down in her loveliness. 
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But through her brain of weal and woe 
So many thoughts moved to and fro^, 

That vain it were her lids to close ; 

So half-way from the bed she rose, 

And on her elbow did recline 
To look at the lady Geraldine. 

Beneath the lamp the lady bowed. 

And slowly rolled her eyes around ; 

Then drawing in her breath aloud 
Like one that shuddered, she unbound 
The cincture from beneath her breast : 

Her silken robe, and inner vest, 

Dropt to her feet, and full in view, 

Behold ! lier bosom and half her side 

A sight to dream oL not to tell ! 

And she is to sleep by Christabel! 

She took two paces, and a stride, 

And lay down by tlie maiden’s side ! — 

And in her arms the maid she took, 

Ah well-a-day ! 

And with low voice and doleful look 
These words did say: 

In the touch of this bosom there worketh a spell, 
Which is lord of thy utterance, Christabel ! 

Thou knowest to-night, and wilt know to-morrow 
This mark of my shame, this seal of my sorrow. 
But vainly thou wan-est. 

For this is alone in 
Thy power to declare. 

That in the dim forest 
Thou heard’st a low moaning. 

And found’st a bright lady, surpassingly fair : 
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And didst bring her home with thee in love and 
charity, 

To shield her and shelter her from the damp air. 


THE CONCLUSION TO PART I. 

T was a lovely sight to see 
The lady Christabel, when she 
Was praying at the old oak tree. 

Amid the jagged shadows 
mossy leafless boughs, 

Kneeling in the moonlight, 

To make her gentle vows ; 

Her slender palms together prest. 

Heaving sometimes on her breast ; 

Her face resigned to bliss or bale — 

Her face, 0 call it fair, not pale, 

And both blue eyes more bright than clear, 
hlach about to have a tear. 

With open eyes (ah wQfi. is me !) 

Asleep, and dreaming fearfully, 

Fearfully dreaming, yet I wis. 

Dreaming that alone, which is — 

0 sorrow and shame ! Can this be she, 

The lady, who knelt at the old oak tree ? 
And lo ! the worker of tlicse harms^ 

That holds the maiden in her arms. 

Seems to slumber still and mild, 

As a mother with her chilcL 

A star hath set, a star hath risen, 

0 Geraldine ! since arms of thine 
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Have been the lovely lady's prison. 

0 Geraldine ! one hour was thine — 

Thou'st had thy will 1 By tairn and dlU 
The night-birds all that hour were still. 

But now they are jubilant anew, - 

From cliff and tower, tu — ^whoo ! tu — ^ 
Xu — ^whoo ! tu — whoo ! from wood and lei*- * 

And see ! the lady Christahel 
Gathers herself from out her trance ; 

Her limbs relax, her countenance ^ 

Grows sad and soft; the smooth thin lids 
Close o'er her eyes ; and tears she sheds— 
Large tears that leave the lashes bright • 

And oft the while she seems to smile 
As infants at a sudden light ! 

Yea, she doth smile, and she doth weep. 

Like a youthful hermitess , ^ ‘ 

Beauteous in a wildeiness, 

Who, praying always, prays in sleep. 

And, if she move unqnietly, 

Perchance, 'tis hut the blood so free, 

Comes hack, and tingles in her feet. 

Ko doubt, she hath a vision sweet. 

What if her guardian spirit 'twere ? 

What if she knew her rnother near ? 

But this she knows, in joys and vroes. 

That saints wiU aid if men will caU : 

For the blue sky bends over all ! 
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ACH matin bell, the Baron saifch, 
E^nell s us back to a worbi of doath. 
These words Sir Loolino first, * 
When he rose and f'oiind his kdy 
These words Sir Looline will sajv. 

Many a morn to his dying day i 



And hence the custom and law h(‘gan, 
That still at dawn the sacristan, 

Who duly pulls the heavy boll. 

Five and forty beads must tell 
Between each stroke — a warning knell. 
Which not a soul can choose but bear 
From Bratha BCead to Wyndormero. 


Saith Bracy the Bardy^ So let it knell ! » 
Aud let the drowsy sacristan 
Still count as slowly as he can 
There is no lack of such, J ween. 

As well fill up the space between* 

In Langdale Pike and Witch’s Lair, 

And Bungeon-ghyll so foully rent, ' 

With ropes of rock and belle of air 
Three sinful sextons’ ghosts are pout, 
Who all give back, one after t’other, 

The death-note to their living brother • 
oft too, by the knell offended, 

J^t as their one 1 two 1 three 1 is ended, 
devil mocks the doleful tale 
With a meriy peal from Borodale* 
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The air is still ! through mist and cloud 
That merry peal comes ringing loud ; 

And Q-eraldine shakes off her dread. 

And rises lightly from the bed ; 

Puts on her silken vestments white. 

And tricks her hair in lovely plight^ 

And nothing doubting of her spell 
Awakens the lady ChristabeL 
** Sleep you, sweet lady Christahel ? 

I trust that you have rested well.’^ 

And Christahel awoke and spied 
The same who lay down by her side — 

0 rather say, the same whom she 
Raised up beneath the old oak tree ! 

Nay, fairer yet ! and yet more fair ! 

For she belike hath drunken deep 
Of aiU the blessedness of sleep ! 

And while she spake, her looks, her air 
Such gentle thankfulness declare. 

That (so it seemed) her girded vests 
Grew tight beneath her heaving breasts. 

Sure I have sinned ! ” said Christahel, 
“ Now heaven be praised if all he well ! 
And in low faltering tones, yet sweet, 
Did she the lofty lady greet 
With such perplexity of mind ^ 

As dreams too lively leave behind. 

So quickly she rose, and quickly arrayed 
Her maiden limbs, and having prayed 
That He, who on the cross did groan. 
Might wash away her sins unknown, 

She forthwith led fair Geraldine 
To moe"t her sire, Sir Leoline. 
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The lovely maid and the lady tall 
Are pacing both into the hall, 

And pacing on througli page and groom, 
Enter the Baron’s presence room. 

The Baron rose, and while he prest 
His gentle daughter to his breast. 

With cheerful wonder in his eyes 
The lady Geraldine espies. 

And gave such welcome to the same. 

As might beseem so bright a dame ! 

But when ho heard the lady’s tale, 

And when she told her father’s name, 
Why waxed Sir Leoline so pale, 
Murmuring o’er the name again 
Lord Roland de Vaux of Tryermaine ? 

Alas ! they had .been friends in youth ; 
But whispering tongues can poison truth 
And conskney lives in realms above j 
And life is thorny; and youth is vain; 
And to be wroth with one we love, 

Both work like madness in the brain. 
And thus it chanced, as I divine, 

With Roland and Sir Leoline. 

Each spake words of high disdain 
And insult to his heart’s best brother : 
They parted — ne’er to meet again I 
But never either found another 
To free the hollow heart from paining’ — 
They stood aloof, the scars remaining, 
Like clil!B which had been rent asunder; 
A dreary sea now flows between 
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But neither heat, nor frost, nor thunder, 

Shall wholly do away, I ween. 

The marks of that which once hath been. 

Sir Leoline, a moment’s ajjace, 

Stood gazing on the damseFs face : 

And the youthful Lord of Tryermaine 
Came back upon his heart again. 

0 then the Baron forgot his age. 

His noble lieart swelled high with rage ; 

He swore by the wounds in Jesu’s side, 

He would proclaim it far and wide 
With trump and solemn heraldry. 

That they who thus had wronged the dame, 

Were base as spotted infamy ! 

And if they dare deny the same. 

My herald shall appoint a week. 

And let the recreant traitors seek 
My tourney court — that there and then 

1 may dislodge their reptile souls 
From the bodies and forms of men !” 

Ho spake : his eye in lightning rolls ! 

For the lady was ruthlessly seized ; and he kenned 
In the beautiful lady the child of his friend 

And now the tears were on his face. 

And fondly in his arms ho took 
Fair Geraldine, who met the embrace. 

Prolonging it with joyous look. 

Which when she viewed, a vision fell 
Upon the soul of Christabel, 

The ■vision of fear, the touch and pain ! 

Sh# shrunk and shuddered, and saw again — 
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(ib! w^oe is me ! Was it for the*©, 

Thou geutlo maid ! such sights to si'© ?) 
Again slie sa-w tbat bosoai old. 

Again slie felt that bosom col fl. 

And dretwift. her hreatli with a liiswini^ sound: 
Wlx©rea-t th© Iniglit turned wildly round, 
nofchingf aawr, but his own aw<H.‘t luaici 
Wifcli eyes u. j)raised, a.s one that 

The touch, felie sight, had passed away, 

And initssbead -that vision bloat, 

Which comforted her aftor-rest, 

While in the lady^s arms sho lay, 

Had pub a rapture in her breast, 

-Ani on 3her lips and o’er lier eyes 
Spread smibs lik-e light! 

With new surprise, 
wTiat ails -then my beloved child ? ” 

The Baron sstid — His dlaiijghtor mild 
^ade an swer^ “All rill yot be well 1 ’’ 

X ween, she bad no power to tell 
Auglitelse: soaiighby was the 

Jet he, who saw -this Oor*ildine, 

^ad deemed her sure atlning divine, 

Such sorrow -with such grace she bbnded, 

^8 ir she feared, she had oHtnided 
Sweet Cbristsibel, that; gentle maid ! 

And withL such lowly tones she prayed, 

She might be: sent; without; delay 
Xioiao to her iatlior’s mansion. 

XT , Kav I 

by my s oiil ! sm id r 4 eoliai©. 

Ho I Bracy ! the bard, the charge b^ thin©! 

Crrothou, with imisic sweet and loud, ' ♦ 
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Lnd take two steeds with trappings proud, 
i.nd take the youth whom thou lov’st best 
[*0 bear thy harp, and learn thy song, 

^nd clothe you both in solemn vest, 

Ind over the mountains haste along, 

Licst wandering folk, that are abroad, 

Detain you on the valley road. 

ind when he has crossed the Irthing flood, 

M[y merry bard I he hastes, he hastes 
Dp Knorren Moor, through Halegarth Wood, 

And reaches soon that castle good 

Which stands and threatens Scotland’s wastes. 

Bard Bracy ! bard Bracy ! your horses are fleet, 
Ye must ride up the hall, your music so sweet, 
More loud than your horses’ echoing feet I 
And loud and loud to Lord Roland call. 

Thy daughter is safe in Langdale hall 1 
Thy beautiful daughter is safe and free— 

Sir Leoline greets thee thus through me. 

He bids thee come without delay 
With all tby numerous array j 
And take thy lovely daughter home : 

And he will meet thee on the way 

With all his numerous array 

White with their panting palfreys’ foam ; 

And by mine honour I I will say, 

That I repent me of the day 
When I spake words of fierce disdain 
To Roland de V#x of Tryermaine ! 

— For since that evil hour hath flown. 

Many a summer’s sun hath shone ; 

Yet found I a friend again 
Like Bmand de Vaux of Tryermaine.” 
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The lady fell, and clasped his knees, _ 

Her face upraised, her eyes overflowing j 
And Bracy replied, with faltering voice. 

His gracious hail on all bestowing!— 

** Thy words, thou sire of Christabel, 

Are sweeter than my harp can tell } 

Tet might I gain a boon of thee. 

This day my journey should not he, 

So sti’ange a dream hath come to me ; 

That I had vowed with music loud 
To clear yon wood fl’om thing unhlest. 

Warned by a vision in my rest ! 

Por in my sleep I saw that dove. 

That gentle bird, whom thou dost love. 

And call’st by thy own daughter’s name — 

Sir Leoline saw the same 
Fluttering, and uttering fearful moan, 

Among the green herbs in the forest alone. 

Which when I saw and when I heard, 

I wondered what might ail the bird ; 

For nothing near it could I see, 

Save the grass and green herbs underneath the old 
tree. 

And in my dream methought I went 
To search out what might there he found; 

And what the sweet bird’s trouble meant. 

That thus lay fluttering on the ground. 

I went and peered, and could descry 
liTo cause for her distressful cry 5 
But yet for her dear lad/s sake 
I stooped, methought, the dove to tahe, 

When lo ! I saw a bright green snake 
Coiled around its yvings and neck, 
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Orpon Aft tlio herl)8 on which it couched, 

(Ih>«(j hy tile dove's its head it crouched ; 

Anti with the dove it heaves and stirs, 
its neck as siie swelled hers ! 

I woke ; it was the midnight hour, 

The clock was echoing in the tower; 

But though my slumber was gone by, 

This dream it would not pass away — 

It acems to live upon my eye-! 

And thence I vowed this self-same day. 

With music strong and saintly song 
To wander through the forest hare, 

I#est aught unholy loiter there.^' 

Thus Bracy said: the Baron, the while, 
H^f-Iiatoning heard him with a Smile; 

Then turned to Lady Geraldine, 

His eyes made up of wonder and love ; 

And said in courtly accents fine, 

** Sweet maid, Lord Boland’s beauteous dove. 
With arms more strong than harp or song, 
Thy sire and I will crush the snake ! 

He kissed her forehead as he spake, 

And Geraldine, in maiden wise, 

Casting down her large bright eyes, 

With blushing cheek and courtesy fine 
She turned her from Sir Leoline ; 

Softly gathering up her train. 

That o*er her right arm fell again ; 

And folded her arms across her chest, 

And crouched her head upon her breast, 

And looked askance at Ohristabel 

Idaria, shield her well I 
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A snalco’s small eye blinks dull and shy, 

And tho lady’s eyes they shrunk in her head. 
Each shrunk up to a serpent’s eye, 

And with somewhat of malice, and more of dread, 
At Christabel she looked askance ! — 

One moment — and the sight was fled ! 

But Christabel in dizzy trance 
Stumbling on the unsteady ground 
Shuddered aloud, with a hissing sound ; 

And Q-eraldine again turned round, 

And like a thing, that sought relief^ 

Full of wonder and full of grief. 

She rolled her large bright eyes divine 
Wildly on Sir Leoline. 

Tho maid, alas ! her thoughts are gone, 

She nothing sees — no sight but one I 
The maid, devoid of guile and sin, 

I know not how, in fearful wise 
So deeply had she drunken in 
That look, those shrunken serpent eyes. 

That all her features were resigned 
To this solo image in her mind ; 

And passively did imitate 

That look of dull and treacherous hate I 

And thus she stood, in dizzy tranco. 

Still picturing that look askance 
With forced unconscious sympathy 
Full before her father’s view — 

As far as such a look could be. 

In eyes so innocent and blue I 

And when the trance was o’er, the maid 
paused awhile, and inly prayed : 
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Then falling at the Baron’s feet. 

By my mother’s soul do I entreat 
That thou this woman send a’waj !” 

She said : and more she could not say : 

Bor what she know she could not tell, 
O’er-mastered by the mighty spoil. 

Why is thy cheek so wan and wild, 

Sir Loolino ? Thy only child 
Lies at thy feet, thy joy, thy pride, 

So fair, so innocent, so mild ; 

The same, for whom thy lady died 1 
0 hy the pangs of her dear mother 
Think thou no evil of thy child I 
For her, and theo, and for no other. 

She prayed the moment ere she died : 

Frayed that the babe for whom she died, 
Might prove her dear lord’s joy and pride I 
That prayer her deaxlly pangs beguiled, 

Sir Leoline ! 

And wouldst thou wrong thy only child, 
Pier child and thine? 

Within the Baron’s heart and brain 
If thoughts, lihe these, had any share. 

They only swelled his rage and pain. 

And did hut work confusion there. 

His heart was cleft with pain and rage, 

His cheeks they quivered, his eyes were wild, 
Dishonoured thus in his old age; 
Dishonoured by his only child. 

And aU his hospittdity 

To th’ insulted daughter of his friend 

By more tlian woman’s jealousy 
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Brought thus to a disgraceful end — 

He rolled his eye with stern regard 
Upon the gentle minstrel hard, 

And said in tones abrupt, austere — 

'Whjf Bracy ! dost thou loiter hero ^ 

I hade thee hence!” The bard obeyed ; 
And turning from his own sweet maid. 
The aged knight. Sir Leoline, 

Led forth the lady Geraldine ! 


CONCLUSION TO PAKT II. 

LITTLE child, a limber elf. 

Singing, dancing to itself, , 

A fairy thing with red round *** 

That dways finds, and never sot*H**» 
Makes such a yision to the sight 
As fills a father’s eyes with light ; 

And pleasures flow in so thick and fast 
Upon his heart, that he at last 
Must needs express his love’s excess 
With words of unmeant bitterness. 

Perhaps ’tis pretty to force together 
Thoughts so all unlike each other; 

To mutter and mock a broken charm. 

To dally with wrong that does no harm* 

Perhaps 'tis tender too and pretty 
At each wild word to feel within 
A sweet recoil of love and pity. 

And what, if in a world of sin 
(0 sorrow and shame should this be tra0 
Such giddiness of heart and brain 
Comes seldom save from rage and pain. 

So tdks as it’s most used to do. 




KUBLA KHAN: OE, A VISION 
IN A DREAM. 


A FRAGMENT. 


In the summer of the year 1797, the Author, then in ill 
health, had retired to a lonely farm house between Porlock 
and Linton, on the Exmore confines of Somerset and Devon- 
shire. In consequence of a slight indisposition, an anodyne 
had been prescribed, from the effect of which he fell asleep 
in his chair at the moment that he was reading the following 
sentence, or words of the same substance, in “ Pnrchas’s 
Pil^iiuage j ” “ Here the Khan Kubla commanded a palace 
to_ be built, and a stately garden thereunto ; and thus ten 
miles of fertile ground were inclosed with a wall.'* The 
author continued for about three hours in a profound sleep, at 
least of the external senses, during which time he has the 
most vivid confidence, that he could not have composed less 
than from two to three hundred lines ; if that indeed can be 
called composition in which all the images rose up before him 
as things, with a parallel productioi^f the correspondent ex- 
pressions, without any sensation & consciousness of effort. 
On awakening he appeared to himself to have a distinct re- 
collection of the whole, and taking his pen, ink, and paper, 
instantly and eagerly wrote down the lines that are here 
preserved. At this moment he was unfortunately called out 


by a person on business from Porlock, and detained by him 
above an hour, and on his return to his room, found, to his no 
small surprise and mortification, that though he still retained 
some vague and dim recollection of the general purport of the 
vision, yet, with the exception of some eight or ten scattered 

S md images, all tne rest had passed away like the 
on the surface of a stream into which a stone had 
list, but, alas 1 without the after restoration of the 
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Then all the charm 

Is brofeen— all that phantom-world so fair 
Vanishes, and a thousand circlets spread. 

And each mis-shape the other. Stay awhile. 

Poor youth I who scarcely dar’st lift up thine eyes— 

The stream will soon renew its smoothness, 80<tn 
The visions will return I And lo ! he stays. 

And soon the fragments dim of lovely forms 
Come trembling back, unite, and now once more 
The pool becomes a mirror. 

Yet from the still surviving recollections in his mind, the 
Author frequently purposed to finish for himself what htui 
been originally, as it were, given to him. Aupov & 3 <ov Stffu i 
but the to-morrow is yet to come. 

As a contrast to this vision, I have annexed a firagtiu'nt of 
a very different chai’acter, describing with c<ivml fidelity the 
dream of pain and disease. — 1816 . 

KUBLA KHAN. 

Xanadu did KubUi Khan 
A stately pletisure-dome docreo t 
Where Alph, the sacred river, ran 
Through caverns measureless to man 
Down to a sunless sea. 

So twice five miles of fertile ground 
With walls and towers were girdled round : 

And here were gardens bright with sinuous rillw 
Where blossomed mlny an inoenao-bearing tree ; 

And here were forests ancient as the hills. 

Enfolding sunny spots of greenery. 

But oh ! that deep romantic chasm which slanted 
Down the green hill athwart a cedam cover I 
A savage place I as holy and enchanted 
As e'er beneath a waning moon was haunted 
By woman wailing for her demon-lover I 
And from this chasm, with ceaseless turmoil soetliiug, 
As if this earth in fast thick pants were breathiiag', 



